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CHAPTER I 

THE SINS OF THE FATHER ARE VISITED ON THE CHILDREN 

The January afternoon was passing into night, the air was 
cold and still, so still that not a single twig of the naked 
beech-trees stirred ; on the grass of the meadows lay a thin 
white rime, half frost, half snow ; the firs stood out blackly 
against a steel-hued sky, and over the tallest of them hung 
a single star. Past these bordering firs there ran a road, on 
which, in this evening of the opening of our story, a young 
man stood irresolute, glancing now to the right and now to 
the left. 

To his right were two stately gates of iron fantastically 
wrought, supported by stone pillars on whose summits stood 
griifins of black marble embracing coats of arms, and* banners 
inscribed with the device Per ardua ad astra. Beyond these 
gates ran a broad carriage drive, lined on either side by a 
double row of such oaks as England alone can produce under 
the most favourable circumstances of soil, aided by the 
nurturing hand of man and three or four centuries of time. 
At the head of this avenue, perhaps half-a-mile from the 
roadway, although it looked nearer because of the eminence 
upon which it was placed, stood a mansion of the class that in 
auctioneers' advertisements is usually described as ^ noble.' 
Its general appearance was Elizabethan, for in those days 
some forgotten Outram had practically rebuilt it; but a 
large part of its fabric was far more ancient than the 
Tudors, dating back, so said tradition, to the time of King 
John. As we are not auctioneers, however, it will be un- 
necessary to specify its many beauties; indeed, at this 
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date, some of the tiibe had recently employed their gift of 
language on these attractions with copious fulness and 
accuracy of detail, since Outram Hall, for the first time 
during six centuries, was, or had heen, for sale. 

Suffice it to say that, like the oaks of its avenue, Outram 
was such a house as can only be found in England ; no mere 
mass of bricks and mortar, but a thing that seemed to have 
acquired a life and individuality of its own \ or, if this saying 
be too far-fetched and poetical, at the least this venerable 
home bore some stamp and trace of the lives and individu- 
alities of many generations of mankind, linked together in 
thought and feeling by the common bond of blood. 

The young man who stood in the roadway looked long and 
earnestly towards the mass of buildings that frowned upon 
him from the crest of the hill, and as he looked an expression 
came into his face which fell little, if at all, short of that 
of agony, the agony which the young can feel at the shock 
of an utter and irredeemable loss. The face that wore such 
evidence of trouble was a handsome one enough, though just 
now all the charm of youth seemed to have faded from it. 
It was dark and strong, nor was it difficult to guess that in 
after-life it might become stern. The form also was shapely 
and athletic, though not very tall, giving promise of more 
than common strength, and the bearing that of a gentleman 
who bad not brought himself up to the belief that ancient 
blood can cover modern deficiencies of mind and manner. 
I Such was the outward appearance of Leonard Outram as he 
in his twenty-third year. 

While Leonard watched and hesitated on the roadway, 

unable, apparently, to make up his mind to pass those iron 

gates, and yet desirous of doing so, carts and carriages 

began to appear hurrying down the avenue towards him. 

' I suppose that the sale is over,' he muttered to himself. 

• Well, like death, it is a good thing to have done with,' 

Then he turned to go; but hearing the crunch of wheels 

r close at hand, stepped back into the shadow of the gateway 

jiillar, fearing lest he should be recognised on the open 

'(oad, A carriage came up, and, just as it reached the gates, 

jomethiug being amiss with the harness, a footman de- 

■flcended from the box to set it right. From where he 

■ atood Leonard could see its occupants, the wife and daughter 

n»f a neighbouring squire, and overhear their eonveraation. 
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He knew them well ; indeed, the younger lady had been one 
of his favourite partners at the county balls. 

* How cheap the things went, Ida. Fancy buying that 
old oak side-board for ten pounds, and with all those Out- 
ram quarterings on it too! It is as good as an historical 
document, and I am sure that it must be worth at least 
fifty. I shall sell ours and put it in the dining-room. I 
have coveted that side-board for years/ 

The daughter sighed and answered with some asperity. 

* I am so sorry for the Outrams that I should not care 
about the side-board if you had got it for twopence. What 
an awful smash ! Just think of the old place being bought 
by a Jew ! Tom and Leonard are utterly ruined they say, 
not a sixpence left. I declare I nearly cried when I saw 
that man selling Leonard's guns.' 

*Very sad, indeed,' answered the mother absently; 'but 
if he is a Jew, what does it matter ? He has a title and they 
say that he is enormously rich. I expect there will be plenty 
going on at Outram soon. By-the-way, my dear Ida, I do 
wish you would cure yourself of the habit of calling young 
men by their Christian names, not that it matters about 
these two, for we shall never see any more of them.' 

* I am sure I hope that we shall,' said Ida defiantly, ' and 
when we do I shall call them by their Christian names as 
much as ever. You never objected to it before the smash, 
and I l(yve both of them, so there ! Why did you bring me 
to that horrid sale ? You knew I did not want to go. I 

shall be wretched for a week, I ' and the carriage 

swept on out of hearing. 

Leonard emerged from the shadow of the gateway and 
crossed the road swiftly. On the further side of it he 
paused, and looking after the retreating carriage said aloud, 
' God bless you for your kind heart, Ida Hatherley. Good 
luck go with you ! And now for the other business.' 

A hundred yards or so down the road, was a second gate 
of much less imposing appearance than those which led to 
Outram Hall. Leonard passed through it and presently 
found himself at the door of a square red brick house, built 
with no other pretensions than to those of comfort. This 
was the Rectory, now tenanted by the Reverend and Hon- 
ourable James Beach, to whom the living had been pre- 
sented many years before by Leonard's father, Mr. Beach's 
old college friend. 
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LeoiiJiid I'liiig the bell, aiiA as its distant clamoui- fell 
upon liis ears a new fear struck UUu. What sort of recep- 
tion would he meet with in this house? he wondered. 
Hitherto his welcome had always been so cordial that until 
this moment he had never doubted of it, but now circum- 
stances were changed. He was no longer iu the position of 
second son to Sir Thomas Outram of Outram Hall. He was 
a beggar, an outcast, a wanderer, the son of a fraudulent 
haiiln-upt and suicide. The careless words o£ the woman 
in the carriage had let a flood of light into his mind, and by 
it he saw many things which he had never seen before. 
Now he remembered a little motto that he had often heard, 
but the full force of which he did not appreciate until to-day. 
' Friends follow fortune,' was the wording of this motto. 
He remembered also another saying that had frequently 
been read to him in church and elsewhere, and the origin 
of which precluded all doubt as to its truth : — 

' Unto everyone that hath shall be given, but from him 
that hath not shall be taken away even that which he hath.' 

Now, as it chanced, Leonard, beggared as he was, had 
still something left which could be taken away from him, 
and that something the richest fortune which Providence 
can give to any man in his youth, the love of a woman 
whom he also loved. The Reverend and Honourable James 
Beach was blessed with a daughter, Jane by name, w!io had 
the reputation, not undeserved, of being the most beautiful 
and sweetest-natured girl that the country-side could show. 
Now, being dark and fair respectively and having lived in 
close association since childhood, Leonard and Jane, as might 
be expected from the working of the laws of natural econ- 
omy, had gravitated towards each other with increasing 
speed ever since they had come to understand the possi- 
bilities of the institution of marriage. In the end this 
mutual gravitation led to a shock and confusion of individu- 
alities which was not without its charm ; or, to put the 
matter more plainly, Leonard proposed to Jane and had 
been accepted with many blushes and some tears and kisses. 

It was a common little romance enough, but like every- 
thing else with which youth and love are concerned, it bad 
its elements of beauty. Such affairs gain much from being 
the first in the series. Who is there among us that does 
not adore his first love and bis first poem ? And yet when 
we see them twenty years after ! 
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Presently the Keetory door .was opened and Leonard en- 
tered. At this moment it occurred to him that he did not 
quite know why he had come. To be altogether accurate, 
he knew why he had come well enough. It was to see 
Jane, and arrive at an understanding with her father. Per- 
haps it may be well to explain that his engagement to that 
young lady was of the suppressed order. Her parents had 
no wish to suppress it, indeed ; for though Leonard was a 
younger son, it was well known that he was destined to in- 
herit his mother's fortune of fifty thousand pounds more or 
less, besides Providence had decreed a delicate constitution 
to his elder and only brother Thomas. But Sir Thomas Out- 
ram, their father, was reputed to be an ambitious man who 
looked to see his sons marry well, and this marriage would 
scarcely have been to Leonard's advantage from the family 
lawyer point of view. 

Therefore, when the matter came to the ears of Jane's 
parents they determined to forego the outward expression of 
their pride and delight in the captive whom they owed to the 
bow and spear of their daughter's loveliness, at any rate for a 
while, say until Leonard had taken his degree. Often and 
often in the after-years did they have occasion to bless them- 
selves for their caution. But not the less on this account was 
Leonard's position as the affianced lover of their daughter 
recognised among them ; indeed, the matter was no secret 
from anybody, except perhaps from Sir Thomas himself. For 
his part, Leonard took no pains to conceal it even from him ; 
but the father and son met rarely, and the estrangement 
between them was so complete, that the younger man saw no 
advantage in speaking of a matter thus near to his heart 
until there appeared to be a practical object in so doing. 

The Kev. James Beach was a stout person of bland and 
prepossessing appearance. Never had he looked stouter, 
more prepossessing or blander than on this particular even- 
ing when Leonard was ushered into his presence. He was 
standing before the fire in his drawing-room holding a huge 
and ancient silver loving-cup with both hands, and in such 
a position as to give the observer the idea that he had just 
drained its entire contents. In reality, it may be explained, 
he was employed in searching for a hall-mark on the bottom 
of the goblet, discoursing the while to his wife and children 
— for Jane had a brother — upon its value and beauty. 
The gleam of the silver caught Leonard's eye as he entered 
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, and he recognised the cup as one of the heirlooma. 
of his own family. 

Leonard's sudden and unlooked for advent brought various 
emotions into active play. There were four people gathered 
ronnd that comfortable fire; the rector, his wife, hia son, and 
last, but not least, Jane herself. Mr. Beach dropped the cup 
BUfReiently to allow himself to stare at hia visitor along 
its length, for all the world as though he were covering him. 
with a silver blunderbuss. His wife, an active little 
woman, turned round as if she moved upon wires, 
claiming, ' Good gracious, who 'd have thought it ? ' while 
the son, a robust young man of about Leonard's own age and 
his college companion, said, ' Hullo ! old fellow, well, I never 
expected to see you here to-day ! ' — a remark which, how- 
ever natural it may have been, scarcely tended to set his 
friend at ease. 

Jane herself, a tall and beautiful girl with bright auburn 
hair, who was seated on a footstool nursing her knees before 
the fire, and paying very little heed to her father's lecture 
upon ancient plate, did none of these things. On the con- 
trary, she sprang up with the utmost animation, her lips 
apart and her lovely face red with blushes, or the heat of. 
the fire, and came towards him exclaiming, ' Oh, Leonard, 
dear Leonard ! ' 

Mr. Beach turned the silver blunderbuss upon his daughtei 
and fired a single, but most effective shot. 

' Jane ! ' he said in a voice in whixh fatherly admonition 
and friendly warning were happi^ blended, 

Jane stopped in full career as though in obedience to some, 
lesson which momentarily she had forgotten. Then Mr. 
Beach, setting down the flagon, advanced upon Leonard with 
an ample pitying smile and outstretched hand, 

' How are you, my dear boy, how are you ? ' he said, ' 
did not expect ' 

' To see me hereunder the circumstances,' put in Leonard 
bitterly. 'Nor would you have done so, but Tom and I 
understood that it was only to be a three days' sale.' 

' Quite right, Leonard. As first advertised the sale was 
for three days, but the auctioneer found that he could not get 
through in the time. The accumulations of such an ancient 
house as Outram Hall are necessarily uosi,' and lie waved, 
his hand with a large gesture. 

' Yes,' said Leonard. 
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*Hum/ went on Mr. Beach, after a pause which was 
beginning to grow awkward. * Doubtless you will find it a 
matter for congratulation that on the whole things sold well. 
It is not always the case, not by any means, for such 
collections as those of Outram, however interesting and 
valuable they may have been to the family itself, do not 
often fetch their worth at a country auction. Yes, they sold 
decidedly well, thanks chiefly to the large purchases of the 
new owner of the estate. This tankard, for instance, which 
I have bought — hem — as a slight memento of your family, 
cost me ten shillings an ounce/ 

* Indeed,' answered Leonard coldly, * I always understood 
that it was worth fifty.' 

Then came another pause, during which all who were 
present except Mr. Beach and himself, rose one by one and 
^[uitted the room. Jane was the last to go, and Leonard 
noticed, as she passed him, that there were tears in her 
eyes. 

* Jane,' said her father in a meaning voice when her hand 
was already on the door, ' you will be careful to be dressed 
in time for dinner, will you not, love ? You remember that 
young Mr. Cohen is coming, and I should like somebody to 
be down to receive him.' 

Jane's only answer to this remark was to pass through 
the door and slam it behind her. Clearly the prospect of 
the advent of this guest was not agreeable to her. 

*Well, Leonard,' went on Mr. Beach when they were 
alone, in a tone that was meant to be sympathetic but which 
jarred horribly on his listener's ears, ' this is a sad business, 
very sad. But why are you not sitting down ? ' 

* Because no one asked me to,' said Leonard as he took a 
chair. 

* Hem,' continued Mr. Beach, * by the way I believe that 
Mr. Cohen is a friend of yours, is he not ? '- 

* An acquaintance, not a friend,' said Leonard. 

' Indeed, I thought that you were at the same college.' 

' Yes, but I do not like him.' 

' Prejudice, my dear boy, prejudice. A minor sin indeed, 
but one against which you must struggle. But there, there, 
it is natural that you should not feel warmly towards the 
man who will one day own Outram. Ah ! as I said, this is 
all very sad, but it must be a great consolation to you to 
remember that when everything is settled there will be 
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enough, so I am told, to pay your unhappy father's debts. 
And now, is there anything that I can do for you 
your brother ? " 

Leonard reflected that whatever may have been his 
father's misdeeds, and they were many and black, it should 
scarcely have lain in the mouth of the Rev, James Beach, 
who owed nearly everything he had in the world to hia 
kindness, to allude to them. But he could not defend hia 
father's memory, it was beyond defence, and jast now he 
must fight for his own hand. 

' Yes, Mr, Beach,' he said earnestly, ■ you can help me 
very much. You know the crue! position in whieh my 
brother and I are placed through no fault of our own : our 
old home is sold, our fortunes have gone utterly, and our 
honourable name is tarnished. At the present moment I 
have nothing left in the world except the sum of two hun- 
dred pounds which I had saved for a purpose of my own 
out of my allowance. I have no profession and cannot even 
take my degree, because I am unable to afford the expense 
of remaining at college,' 

'Black, I must say, very black,' murmured Mr. Beach, 
rubbing his chin. ' But under these circumstances what can 
I do to help you ? You must ti'ust in Providence, my boy, 
it never fails the deserving.' 

' This,' answered Leonard, nervously ; ' you can show your 
confidence in me by allowing my engagement to Jane to be 
proclaimed.' Here Mr, Beach waved his hand once more as 
though to repel some invisible foe. 

'One moment,' continued Leonard, 'I know that it 
seems a great deal to ask, but listen. Although everything 
looks so dark I have reliance on myself. With the stimulus 
which my affection for your daughter will give me, aud 
knowing that in order to win her I must first put myself in 
a position to support her as she should be supported, I am 
quite convinced that I shall be able to surmount all diffi- 
eulties by my own efforts,' 

' Keally, I cannot listen to such nonsense any longer,' broke 
in Mr. Beach angrily, 'Leonard, this is nothing less than 
an impertinence. Of course any understanding that may 
have existed between you and Jane is quite at an end- 
Engagement ! I heard of no engagement. T knew that there 
some boy and girl folly between you indeed, but for my 
part I never gave the matter another thought,' 
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'You seem to forget, sir/ said Leonard, keeping his 
temper with difficulty, * that not six months ago you and I 
had a long conversation on this very subject, and decided 
that nothing should be said to my father of the matter 
until I had taken my degree/ 

* I repeat that it is an impertinence,' answered Mr. Beach 
emphatically, but with a careful avoidance of the direct issue. 
* '^^at ! You, who have nothing in the world except a name 
which your father has — well — tarnished — to use your 
own word, you ask me for my dear daughter's hand ? You 
are so selfish that you wish not only to ruin her chances in 
life, but also to drag her into the depths of your poverty. 
Leonard, I should never have thought it of you ! ' 

Then at last Leonard broke out. 

* You do not speak the truth. I did not ask you for your 
daughter's hand. I asked you for the promise of it when I 
should have shown myself worthy of her. But now there is 
an end of that. I will go as you bid me, but before I go I 
will tell you the truth. You wish to use Jane's beauty to 
catch this Jew with. Of her happiness you think nothing, 
provided only you can secure his money. She is not a strong 
character and it is quite possible that you will succeed in 
your plot, but I tell you it will not prosper. You, who owe 
everything to our family, now when trouble has overtaken 
us, turn upon me and rob me of the only good that was left 
to me. By putting an end to a connection of which every- 
body knew, you stamp me still deeper into the mire. So be it, 
but of this I am sure, that such conduct will meet with a due 
reward and that a time will come when you will bitterly regret 
the way in which you have dealt with your daughter and 
treated me in my misfortunes. Good-bye.' 

And Leonard turned and left the room and the Kectory. 



CHAPTER II 

THE SWEARING OP THE OATH 

Arthur Beach, Jane's brother, was standing in the hall 
waiting to speak to Leonard, but he passed without a word, 
closing the hall door behind him. Outside snow was falling, 
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tliougli not fast enough to obscure the light of the i 
which shone through the belt of firs. 

Leonard walked on down the drive till he neared the gate, 
when suddenly he heard the muffted sound of feet pursuing 
him through the snow. He turned with an exclamation, 
believing that the footsteps were those of Arthur Beach, f 
at the moment he was in no mood for further conversation 
with any male member of that family. As it chanced, how- 
ever, be found himself face to face not with Arthur, but with 
Jane herself, who perhaps had never looked more beautiful 
than she did at this moment in the snow and the moonlight. 
Indeed, whenever Leonard thought of her in after-years, 
and that was often, there arose in his mind a vision of a 
tall and lovely girl, her auburn hair slightly powdered over 
with the falling flakes, her breast heaving with emotion, 
and her wide grey eyes gazing piteously upon him. 

' Oh I Leonard,' she said nervously, ' why do you go with- 
out saying good-bye to me ? ' 

He looked at her a while before he answered, for some- 
thing in his heart told him that this was the last sight 
which he should win of his love for many a year, and 
therefore his eyes dwelt upon her as we gaze upon one 
whom the grave is about to hide from us for ever. 

At last be spoke, and bis words were practical enough. 

'You should not have come out in those thin shoes 
through the snow, Jane. You will catch cold.' . 

' I wish I could,' she answered defiantly, ' I wish that I 
could catch such a cold as would kill me ; then I should be 
out of my troubles. Let us go into the summer-house, 
they will never think of looking for me there.' 

■ How will you get there ? ' asked Leonard ; 'it is a hun- 
dred yards away, and the snow always drifts in that pktb.' 

' Oh ! never mind the snow,' she said. 

But Leonard did mind it, and presently he hit upon a 
solution of the difficulty. Having first glanced up_the 
drive to see that nobody was coming, he bent forward "and 
without explanation or excuse put bis arms around Jane, 
and lifting her as though she were a child, he bore her down 
the path which led to the summer-bouse. She was heavy, 
but, sooth to say, he could have wished the journey longer. 
Presently tbey were there, and very gently he set her on her 
feet again, kissing her upon the lips as he did so. Then he 
took off his overcoat and wrapped it round her shoulders. 
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All this while Jane had not spoken. Indeed, the poor girl 
felt so happy and so safe in her lover's arms that it seemed 
to her as though she never wished to speak, or to do anything 
for herself again. It was Leonard who broke the silence. 

^ You ask me why I left without saying good-bye to you, 
Jane. It was because your father has dismissed me from 
the house and forbidden me to have any more to do with 
you.' 

* Oh, why ? ' asked the girl, lifting her hands despairingly. 

* Can't you guess ? ' he answered with a bitter laugh. 
*Yes, Leonard,' she whispered, taking his hand in sym- 
pathy. 

* Perhaps I had better put it plainly,' said Leonard again, 
' it may prevent misunderstandings. Your father has dis- 
missed me because Ttiy father embezzled all my money. The 
sins of the father are visited upon the children, you see. Also 
he has done this with more than usual distinctness and 
alacrity, because he wishes you to marry young Mr. Cohen, 
the bullion-broker and the future owner of Outram.' 

Jane shivered. 

*I know, I know,' she said, *and oh! Leonard, I hate 
him!' 

* Then perhaps it will be as well not to marry him,' he 
answered. 

* I would rather die first,' she said with conviction. 

* Unfortunately one can't always die when it happens to 
be convenient, Jane.' 

*0h! Leonard, don't be horrid,' she said, beginning to 
cry. ' Where are you going, and what shall I do ? ' 

*To the bad probably,' he answered. *At least it all 
depends upon you. Look here, Jane, if you will stick to me 
Lwill stick to you. The luck is against me now, but I have 
it in me to see that through. I love you and I would work 
myself to death for you ; but at the best it must be a ques- 
tion of time, probably of years.' 

i,Oh! Leonard, indeed I will if I can. I am sure that 
you do not love me more than I love you, but I can never 
make you understand how odious they all are to me about 
you, especially Papa.' 

* Confound him 1 ' said Leonard beneath his breath ; and 
if Jane heard, at that moment her filial affections were not 
sufficiently strong to induce her to remonstrate. 

' Well, Jane.' he went on, ^ the matter lies thus : either 
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you must put up with their treatment or you must give me 
the go-by. Listen: in six months you will be twenty- 
one, and in this country all her relations put together can't 
force a woman to marry a man if she does not wish to, or 
prevent her from marrying one whom she does wish to 
marry. Now you know my address at my club in town ; 
letters sent there will always reach me, and it is scarcely 
possible for your father or anybody else to prevent you 
from writing and posting a letter. If you want my help 
or to communicate with me in any way, I shall expect 
to hear from you, and if need be, I will take you away and 
marry you the moment you come of age. If, on the other 
hand, I do not hear from you, I shall know that it is because 
you do not choose to write, or because that which you have 
to write would be too painful for me to read. Do you 
understand, Jane ? ' 

* Oh ! yes, Leonard, but you put things so hardly.' 

* Things have been put hardly enough to me. Love, and I 
must be plain — this is my last chance of speaking to you.' 

At this moment an ominous sound echoed through the 
night ; it was none other than the distant voice of Mr. Beach, 
calling from his front-door step, * Jane ! Are you out there, 
Jane ? ' 

* Oh ! Heavens ! ' she said, * there is my father calling me. 
I came out by the back door, but mother must have been up 
to my room and found me gone. She watches me all day 
now. What shall I do ? ' 

* Go back and tell them that you have been saying good-bye 
to me. It is not a crime ; they cannot kill you for it.' 

* Indeed they can, or just as bad,' replied Jane. Then 
suddenly she threw her arms about her lover's neck, and 
burying her beautiful face upon his breast, she began to 
Bob bitterly, murmuring, * Oh my darling, my darling, what 
ehall I do without you ? ' 

Over the brief and distressing scene which followed it may 
be well to drop a veil. Leonard's bitterness of mind forsook 
him now, and he kissed her and comforted her as he might 
best, even going so far as to mingle his tears with hers, 
tears of which he had no cause to be ashamed. At length 
she tore herself loose, for the shouts were growing louder 
and more insistent. 

* I forgot,' she sobbed, ' here is a farewell present for you, 
keep it in memory of me, Leonard,' and thrusting her hand 
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into the bosom of her dress she drew from it a little packet 
which she gave to him. 

Then once more they kissed and clung together, and in 
another moment she had vanished back into the snow and 
darkness, passing out of Leonard's sight and out of his life, 
though from his mind she could never pass. 

* A farewell present. Keep it in memory of me.' The 
words yet echoed in his ears and to Leonard they seemed 
fateful — a prophecy of utter loss. Sighing heavily, he 
opened the packet and examined its contents by the feeble 
moonlight. They were not large : a prayer-book bound in 
morocco, her own, with her name on the fly-leaf and a short 
inscription beneath, and in the pocket of its cover a lock of 
auburn hair tied round with silk. 

* An unlucky gift,' said Leonard to himself ; then putting 
on his coat, which was yet warm from Jane's shoulders, he 
also turned and vanished into the snow and the night, 
shaping his path towards the village inn. 

He reached it in due course, and passed into the little 
parlour that adjoined the bar. It was a comfortable room 
enough, notwithstanding its adornments of badly stuffed 
birds and fishes, and chiefly remarkable for its wide old- 
fashioned fire-place with wrought-iron dogs. There was no 
lamp in the room when Leonard entered, but the light of the 
burning wood was bright and by it he could see his brother 
seated in a high-backed chair gazing into the fire, his hand 
resting on his knee. 

Thomas Outram was Leonard's elder by two years and 
cast in a more fragile mould. His face was the face of a 
dreamer, the brown eyes were large and reflective, and the 
mouth sensitive as a child's. He was a scholar and a philo- 
sopher, a man of much desultory reading, with refined tastes 
and a really intimate knowledge of Greek gems. 

*Is that you, Leonard?' he said, looking up absently; 
* where have you been ? ' 

*To the Eectory,' answered his brother. 

*' What have you been doing there ? ' 

* Do you want to know ? ' 

* Yes, of course. Did you see Jane ? ' 
Then Leonard told him all the story. 

* What do you think she will do ? ' asked Tom when his 
brother had finished. * Given the situation and the woman, 
it is rather a curious problem.' 
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' It may be,' answered Leonard ; ' but as I am not 
equation in algebra yearning to be worked out, I don't quite 
see the fun of it. But if you ask me what I think she will 
do, 1 should say that she will follow the example of every- 
body else and desert me,' 

' You seem to have a poor idea of women, old fellow- 
know little of them myself and don't want to know more. 
But I have always understood that it is the peculiar glory of 
their sex to come out strong on these exceptional occasions. 
" Woman in our hours of ease," etc' 

' Well, we shall see. But it is my opinion that women 
think a great deal more of their own hours of ease than of 
those of anybody pise. Tliank heaven, here comes our 
dinner!' 

Thus spoke Leonard, somewhat cynically and perhaps not 
in the beat of taste. But his rejoicing over its appearance 
notwithstanding, he did not do much justice to the dinner 
when it arrived. Indeed, it would be charitable to make 
allowances for this young man at that period of his life. 
He had sustained a most terrible reverse, and do what he 
might lie could never quite escape from the shadow of his 
father's disgi-ace, or put out of mind the stain with which 
that father had dimmed the honour of his family. And 
now a new misfortune hung over him. He had just been 
driven with contumely from a house where hitherto he was 
the most welcome of guests ; he had parted, moreover, from 
the woman whom he loved dearly, and under circumstances 
which made it doubtful if their separation would not be 
final. 

Leonard possessed the gift of insight into character, and 
more common sense than can often be expected from a young 
man in love. He knew well that the chief characteristic of 
Jane's nature was a tendency to yield to the circumstances of 
the hour, and though he hojwd against hope, he could iind no 
reason to suppose that she would exhibit greater deterininar 
tion in the matter of their engagement than hei general lack 
of strength might lead him to anticipate. Besides, and here 
his common sense came in, would it be wise that she should 
do so ? After all, what had he to offer her, and were not his 
hopes of future advancement nothing better than a dream ? 
Eoughly as he had put it, perhaps Mr. Beach was right when 
he told him that he, Leonard, was both selfish and imperti- 
nent, since was it not a selfish impertinence in him to ask 
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any woman to link her fortune with his in the present state 
of his affairs ? 

Let us therefore make excuses for his words and outward 
behaviour, for at heart Leonard had much to trouble him. 
• When the cloth had been cleared away and they were 
alone again, Tom spoke to his brother, who was moodily 
filling his pipe. 

* What shall we do to-night, Leonard ? ' he said. 

* Go to bed, I suppose,' he answered. 

* See here, Leonard,' said his brother again, * what do you 
3ay to having a last look at the old place ? ' 

* If you wish, Tom, but it will be painful.' 

*A little pain more or less can scarcely hurt us, old 
fellow,' said Tom, laying his thin hand on his brother's 
shoulder. 

Then they started. A quarter of an hour's walking 
brought them to the Hall. The snow had ceased falling now 
and the night was beautifully clear, but before it ceased it had 
done a welcome office in hiding from view all the litter and 
wreckage of the auction, which make the scene of a recent 
sale one of the most desolate sights in the world. Never had 
the old house looked grander or more eloquent of the past 
than it did on that night to the two brothers who were dis- 
possessed of their heritage. They wandered round it in 
silence, gazing affectionately at each well-known tree and 
window, till at length they came to the gun-room entrance. 
More from habit than for any other reason Leonard turned 
the handle of the door. To his surprise it was open ; after 
the confusion of the sale no one had rememtered to lock it. 

* Let us go in,' he said. 

They entered and wandered from room to room till they 
reached the greater hall, a vast and oak-roofed chamber 
built after the fashion of the nave of a church, and lighted 
by a large window of ecclesiastical design. This window 
was filled with the armorial bearings of many generations 
of the Outram family, wrought in stained glass and placed 
in couples, for next to each coat of arms were the arms of 
its bearer's dame. It was not quite full however, for in it 
remained two blank shields, which had been destined to re- 
ceive the escutcheons of Thomas Outram and his wife. 

* They will never be filled now, Leonard,' said Tom, point- 
ing to these ; ' curious, isn't it, not to say sad ? ' 

*OhI I don't know,' answered his brother; 'I suppose 
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that the Coheus boast some sort of arms, or if not they can 
buy them.' 

* I should think that they would have the good taste to 
begin a new window for themselves/ said Tom. 

Then he was silent for a while, and they watched the 
moonlight streaming through the painted window, the 
memorial of so much forgotten grandeur, and illumining 
the portraits of many a dead Outram that gazed upon 
them from the panelled walls. 

^Fer ardua ad astra^ said Tom, absently reading the 
family motto which alternated pretty regularly with a second 
device that some members of it had adopted — *For Heart, 
Home, and Honour.' 

* " Fer ardua ad astra " — through struggle to the stars — 
and " For Heart, Home, and Honour," ' repeated Tom ; * well, 
I think that our family never needed such consolations 
more, if indeed there are any to be found in mottoes. Our 
heart is broken, our hearth is desolate, and our honour is a 
by-word, but there remain the " struggle and the stars." ' 

As he spoke his face took the fire of a new enthusiasm : 
* Leonard,' he went on, 'why should not we retrieve the 
past ? Let us take that motto — the more ancient one — 
for an omen, and let us fulfil it. I believe it is a good 
omen, I believe that one of us will fulfil it.' 

*We can try,' answered Leonard. *If we fail in the 
struggle, at least the stars remain for us as for all human 
kind.' 

'Leonard,' said his brother almost in a whisper, 'will 
you swear an oath with me ? It seems childish, but I think 
that under some circumstances there is wisdom even in 
childishness.' 

' What oath ? ' asked Leonard. 

' This ; that we will leave England and seek fortune in 
some foreign land — sufficient fortune to enable us to repur- 
chase our lost* home ; that we will never return here until 
we have won this f ortufie ; and that death alone shall put a 
stop to our quest.' 

Leonard hesitated a moment, then answered : 

' If Jane fails me, I will swear it.' 

Tom glanced round as though in search of some familiar 
object, and presently his eye fell upon what he sought. A 
great proportion of the furniture of the old house, including 
the family portraits, had been purchased by the in-coming 
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owner. Among the articles which remained was a very 
valuable and ancient bible, one of the first ever printed in- 
deed, that stood upon an oaken stand in the centre of the 
hall, to which it was securely chained. Tom led the way to 
this bible, followed by his brother. Then they placed 
their hands upon it, and standing there in the shadow, the 
elder of them spoke aloud in a voice that left no doubt of the 
earnestness of his purpose, or of his belief in their mission. 

^ We swear,' he said, * upon this book and before the God 
who made us that we will leave this home that was ours, 
and never look upon it again till we can call it ours once 
more. We swear that we will follow this, the purpose of 
our lives, till death destroys us and it ; and may shame and 
utter ruin overtake us if, while we have strength and reason, 
we turn our backs upon this oath. So help us God ! ' 

* So help us God ! ' repeated Leonard. 

Thus In the home of their ancestors, in the presence of 
their Maker, and of the pictured dead who had gone before 
them, did Thomas and Leonard Outram devote their lives to 
this great purpose. Perhaps, as one of them had said, the 
thing was childish, but if so, at the least it was solemn and 
touching. Their cause seemed hopeless indeed ; but if faith 
can move mountains, much more can honest endeavour attain 
its ends. In that hour they felt this. Yes, they believed 
that the end would be attained by one of them, though they 
guessed little what struggles lay between them and the Star 
they hoped to gain, or how strangely they should be borne 
thither. 

On the morrow they went to London and waited there a 
while, but no word came from Jane Beach, and for good or 
ill the chains of the oath that he had taken riveted them- 
selves around Leonard Outram's neck. 

Within three months of this night the brothers were 
Hearing the shores of Africa, the land of the Children of 
the Mist. 
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CHAPTEE III 

AFTER SEVEX YEARS 

* What is the time, Leonard ? ' 

* Eleven o'clock, Tom.' 

* Eleven — already ? I shall go at dawn, Leonard. You 
remember Johnson died at dawn, and so did Askew.' 

* For heaven's sake don't speak like that, Tom ! If you 
think you are going to die, you will die.' 

The sick man laughed a ghost of a laugh, it was half a 
death-rattle. 

* It is no use talking, Leonard, I feel my life flaring and 
sinking like a dying lire. My mind is quite clear now, but I 
shall die at dawn for all that. The fever has burnt me up ! 
Have I been raving, Leonard ? ' 

' A little, old fellow,' answered Leonard. 

' What about ? ' 

' Home mostly, Tom.' 

* Home ! We have none, Leonard, it is sold. How long 
have we been away now ? ' 

* Seven years.' 

* Seven years ! Yes. Do you remember how we said 
good-bye to the old place on that winter night after the 
auction ? A nd do you remember what we resolved ? ' 

* Yes.' 

' Repeat it.' 

* We swore that we would seek wealth enough to buy 
Outram back, till we won it or died, and that we would 
never return to England till it was won. Then we sailed 
for Africa. For seven years we have sought and done no 
more than earn a livelihood, much less a couple of hundred 
thousand pounds or so.' 

* Leonard.' 

' Yes, Tom ? ' 

* You are sole heir to our oath now, and to the old name 
with it, or you will be in a few hours. I have fulfilled my 
vow. I have sought till I died. You will take up the quest 
till you succeed or die. The struggle has been mine, may 
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you live to win the Star. You will persevere, will you not, 
Leonard ? ' 

'Yes, Tom, I wilU 

* Give me your hand on it, old fellow.' 

Leonard Outram knelt down beside his dying brother and 
they clasped each other's hands. 

* Now let me sleep awhile. I am tired. Do not be afraid, 
I shall wake before the — end.' 

Hardly had the words passed his lips when his eyes closed 
and he sank into stupor or sleep. 

His brother Leonard sat down upon a rude seat, impro- 
vised out of an empty gin-case. Without the tempest 
shrieked and howled, the great wind shook the Kaffir hut 
of grass and wattle, piercing it in a hundred places till the 
light of the lantern wavered within its glass, and the sick 
man's hair was lifted from his clammy brow. From time 
to time fierce squalls of rain fell like sheets of spray, and 
the water penetrating the roof of grass, streamed to the 
earthen floor. Leonard crept on his hands and knees to 
the doorway of the hut, or rather to the low arched opening 
which served as a doorway, and removing the board that 
secured it, looked out at the night. Their hut stood upon 
the ridge of a great mountain ; below was a sea of bush, and 
around it rose the fantastic shapes of other mountains. 
Black clouds drove across the dying moon, but occasionally 
she peeped out and showed the scene in all its vast solem- 
nity and appalling solitude. 

Presently Leonard closed the opening of the doorway, and 
going back to his brother's side he gazed upon him earnestly. 
Many years of toil and privation had not robbed Thomas 
Outram's face of its singular beauty, or found power to mar 
its refinement. But death was written on it. 

Leonard sighed, then struck by a sudden thought, sought 
for and found a scrap of looking-glass. Holding it close 
to the light of the lantern, he examined the reflection of his 
own features. The glass mirrored a handsome bearded man, 
dark, keen-eyed like one who is always on the watch for 
danger, curly-haired and broad-shouldered; not very tall, 
but having massive limbs and a form which showed strength 
in every movement. Though he was still young, there was 
little of youth left about the man ; clearly toil and struggle 
had done an evil work with him, ageing his mind and har- 
dening it as they had hardened the strength and vigour of his 
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body. The face was a good one, but most men would have 
preferred to see friendship shining in those piercing' black 
ejes father than the light of enmity, Leonard was a bad 
enemy, and hia long striving with the world sometimes led 
him to expect foes where they did not exist. 

Even now this thought was in his mind : ' He is dying,' 

he said to himself, as he laid down the glass with the caw 

of a man who cannot afford to hazard a belonging howevei 

trivial, 'and yet hia face is not so changed as mine is. My 

God 1 heis dying! My brother — the only man — the only 

living creature I love in the world, except one perhaps, if 

indeed I love her still. Everything is against us — I should 

say against me now, for I cannot count him. Our father t 

my first enemy : he brought us into the world, neglected 

I Bijuandered our patrimony, dishonoured our name and shot 

I himself. And since then what has it been but one continual 

I fight against men and nature ? Even the rocks in which I dig 

I for gold are foes — victorious foes — ' and he glanced at hia 

I hands, scarred and made unshapely by labour, ' And the 

I fever, that is a foe. Death is the only friend, but he won't 

' shake hands with me. He takes my brother whom I Jove as 

he has taken the others, but me he leaves.' 

Thus mused Leonard sitting sullenly on the red box, hia 
elbow on his knee, his rough bauds held beneath his chin 
pushing forward the thick black beard till it threw a huge 
shadow, angular and' unnatural, on to the wall of the hut, 
while without the tempest now raved, now lulled, and now 
raved again. An hour — two — passed and still he sat not 
moving, watching the face of the fever-atricken man that 
, from time to time flushed and was troubled, then grew pale 
I and still. It seemed to him as though by some strange har- 
mony of nature the death-smitten blood was striving to keep 
pace with the beat of the storm, knowing that presently 
life and storm would pass together into the same domain 
of silence. 

At length Tom Outram opened his eyes and looked at him, 
but Leonard knew that he did not see him as he was. The 
dying eyes studied him indeed and were intelligent, but he 
could feel that they read something on his face that was not 
known to himself, nor could be visible to any other 
■ead it as though it were a writing. 

So strange was this scrutiny, ao meaningless and 
■uU of a meaning which he could not grasp, that Leonard 
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shrank beneath it. He spoke to his brpther, but no answer 
came, — only the great hollow eyes read on in that book 
which was printed upon his face ; that book, sealed to him, 
but to the dying man an open writing. 

The sight of the act of death is always terrible ; it is ter- 
rible to watch the latest wax and ebb of life, and with the 
intelligence to comprehend that these flickerings, this com- 
ing and this going, these sinkings and these last recoveries 
are the trial flights of the animating and eternal principle 
— call it soul or what you will — before it trusts itself afar. 
Still more terrible is it under circumstances of physical and 
mental desolation such as those present to Leonard Outram 
in that hour. 

But he had looked on death before, on death in many 
dreadful shapes, and yet he had never been so much afraid. 
What was it that his brother, or the spirit of his brother, 
read in his face ? What learning had he gathered in that 
sleep of his, the last before the last ? He could not tell — 
now he longed to know, now he was glad not to know, and 
now he strove to overcome his fears. 

*My nerves are shattered,' he said to himself. 'He is 
dying. How shall I bear to see him die ! ' 

A gust of wind shook the hut, rending the thatch apart, 
and through the rent a little jet of rain fell upon his 
brother's forehead and ran down his pallid cheeks like 
tears. Then the strange understanding look passed from 
the wide eyes, and once more they became human, and 
the lips were opened. 

* Water,' they murmured. 

Leonard gave him to drink, with one hand holding the 
pannikin to his brother's mouth and with the other support- 
ing the dying head. Twice he gulped at it, then with a 
brusque motion of his wasted arm he knocked the cup aside, 
spilling the water on the earthen floor. 

* Leonard,' he said, * you will succeed.' 

* Succeed in what, Tom ? ' 

'You will get the money and Outram — and found the 
family afresh — but you will not do it alone. A woman 
will help you.^ 

Then his mind wandered a little and he muttered, ' How is 
Jane ? Have you heard from Jane ? ' or some such words. 

At the mention of this name Leonard's face softened, then 
once more grew hard and anxious. 



22 THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 

* I have not heard of Jane for years, old fellow/ he said ; 
* probably she is dead or married. But I do not understand.' 

*' Don't waste time, Leonard,' Tom answered, rousing him* 
self from his lethargy. * Listen to me. I am going fast. 
You know dying men see far — sometimes. I dreamed it, or 
I read it in your face. I tell you — you will die at Outram. 
Stay here a while after I am dead. Stay a while, Leonard ! ' 

He sank back exhausted, and at that moment a gust of 
wind, fiercer than any which had gone before, leapt down 
the mountain gorges, howling with all the voices of the 
storm. It caught the frail hut and shook it. A cobra hidden 
in the thick thatch awoke from its lethargy and fell with a 
soft thud to the floor not a foot from the face of the dying 
man — then erected itself and hissed aloud with flickering 
tongue and head swollen by rage. Leonard started back 
and seized a crowbar which stood near, but before he could 
strike, the reptile sank down and, drawing its shining 
shape across his brother's forehead, once more vanished 
into the thatch. 

His eyes did not so much as close, though Leonard saw a 
momentary reflection of the bright scales in the dilated 
pupils and shivered at this added terror, shivered as though 
his own flesh had shrunk beneath the touch of those deadly 
coils. It was horrible that the snake should creep across 
his brother's face, it was still more horrible that his brother, 
yet living, should not understand the horror ; it caused him 
to remember our invisible companion, that ancient enemy of 
mankind of whom the reptile is an accepted type ; it made 
him think of that long sleep which the touch of such as this 
has no power to stir. 

Ah ! now he was going — it was impossible to mistake 
that change, the last quick quiver of the blood, followed by 
an ashen pallor, and the sob of the breath slowly lessening 
into silence. So the day had died last night, with a little 
purpling of the sky — a little sobbing of the wind — then 
ashen nothingness and silence. But the silence was broken, 
the night had grown alive indeed — and with a fearful life. 
Hark ! how the storm yelled, those blasts told of torment, 

that rain beat like tears. What if his brother He did 

not dare to follow the thought home. 

Hark ! how the storm yelled — the very hut wrenched at 
its strong supports as though the hands of a hundred savage 
foes were dragging it. It lifted — by heaven it was gone ! 
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— gone, crashing down the rocks on the last hurricane blast 
of the tempest, and there.above them lowered the sullen blue 
of the passing night flecked with scudding clouds, and there 
in front of them, to the east and between the mountains, 
flared the splendours of the dawn. 

Something had struck Leonard heavily, so heavily that 
the blood ran down his face ; he did not heed it, he scarcely 
felt it ; he only clasped his brother in his arms and, for the 
first time for many years, kissed *him on the brow, staining 
it with the blood from his wound. 

The dying man looked up. He saw the glory in the East. 
Now it ran along the mountain sides, now it burned upon 
their summits, to each summit a pillar of flame, a peculiar 
splendour of its own diversely shaped ; and now the shapes of 
fire leaped from earth to heaven, peopling the sky with light. 
The dull clouds caught the light, but they could not hold it 
all : back it fell to earth again, and the forests lifted up their 
arms to greet it, and it shone upon the face of the waters. 

Thomas Outram saw — and staggering to his knees he 
stretched out his arms towards the rising sun, muttering 
with his lips. 

Then he sank upon Leonard's breast, and presently all 
his story was told. 



CHAPTEE IV 

THE LAST VIGIL 

For a while Leonard sat by the body of his brother. The 
daylight grew and gathered about him, the round ball of the 
sun appeared above the mountains. 

The storm was gone. Were it not for some broken frag- 
ments of the vanished hut it would have been difficult to 
know even that it had been. Insects began to chirrup, 
lizards ran from the crevices of the rocks, yonder the rain- 
washed bud of a mountain lily opened visibly before his 
eyes. Still Leonard sat on, his face stony with grief, till 
at length a shadow fell upon him from above. He looked 
up — it was cast by a vulture's wings, as they hurried to the 
place of death. 
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Graaping his loaded rifle Leonard sprang to hia feel 
Nearer and nearer came the bird, wheeling above him ' 

lessening circles: it forgot the presence of the living in 

desire for the dead. I^eonard lifted the rifle, aimed and 
fired. The report rang out clearly on the silent air and 
was echoed from krantz and kloof and mountain side, 
and from above answered the thud of the bullet. For a 
moment the smitten bird swayed upon Ita wide pinions, 
then they seemed to crumple beneath ita weight and it fell 
heavily and lay flapping and striking at the stones with its 
strong beak. 

' I also can kill,' said Leonard to himself as he watched it 
die. ' Kill till you are killed — that is the law of life.' 
Then he turned to the body of hia brother and made it 
ready for burial as best he might, closing the eyes, tying up 
the chin with a band of twisted grass, and folding the thin 
toil-worn hands upon the quiet heart. 

When all was finished he paused from hia dreadful task 
and a thought struck him. 

' Where are thoae Kaffirs ? ' he said aloud — the sound of 
his voice seemed to dull the edge of solitude — ' the laay 
hounds, they ought to have been up an hour ago. Hi ! 
Otter, Otter ! ' 

The mountains echoed ' Otter, Otter ' ; there was no other 
reply. Again he shouted without result. 'I don't like 
to leave it,' he said, 'but I must go and see'; and, having 
covered the body with a red blanket to scare away the 
vultures, he started at a run round some projecting rocks 
that bordered the little plateau on which the hut had stood. 
Beyond them the plateau continued, and some fifty paces 
from the rocks was a hollow in the mountain side, where a 
softer vein of stone had been eaten away by centuries of 
weather. 

It was here that the Kaffirs slept — four of them — and 
in front of this cave or grotto it was their custom to make 
a fire for cooking. But on that morning no fire was burning, 
and no Kafflrs were to be seen. 

' Still asleep,' was Leonard's comment aa he strode swiftly 
towards the cave. In another moment he was in it shout- 
ing ' Otter, Otter ! ' and saluting with a vigorous kick a 
prostrate form, of which he could just see the outline. The 
form did not move, which was strange, for such a kick 
, should have sufficed to wake even the laziest Basuto from 
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his soundest sleep. Leonard stooped to examine it, and the 
next moment started back violently, exclaiming : 

* Great Heavens ! it is Cheat, and he is dead/ 

At this moment a thick voice spoke from the corner of 
the cave in Dutch, the voice of Otter : 

* I am here, Baas, but I am tied : the Baas must loosen 
me, I cannot stir.' 

Leonard advanced, striking a match as he came. Pre- 
sently it burnt up and he saw the man Otter lying on his 
back, his legs and arms bound firmly with rimpis of hide, 
his face and body a mass of contusions. Drawing his hunt- 
ing-knife Leonard cut the rimpis and brought the man from 
out the cave, carrying rather than leading him. 

Otter was a knob-nosed Kaffir, that is of the Bastard Zulu 
race. The brothers had found him wandering about the 
country in a state of semi-starvation, and he had served 
them faithfully for some years. They had christened him 
Otter, his native patronymic being quite unpronounceable, 
because of his extraordinary skill in swimming, which almost 
equalled that of the animal after which he was named. 

In face the man was hideous, though his ugliness was not 
unpleasant, being due chiefly to a great development of his 
tribal feature, the nose, and in body he was misshapen to the 
verge of monstrosity. In fact Otter was a dwarf, measuring 
little more than four feet in height. But what he lacked in 
height he made up in breadth ; it almost seemed as though, 
intended by nature to be a man of many inches, he had been 
compressed to his present dimensions by art. Hi^ vast 
chest and limbs, indicating strength nearly superhuman, his 
long iron arms and massive head, all gave colour to this idea. 
Otter had one redeeming feature, however — his eyes, that 
when visible, which at this moment was not the case, were 
large, steady, and, like his skin, of a brilliant black. 

*What has happened?' said Leonard, also speaking in 
Dutch. 

* This, Baas ! Last night those 4;hree Basuto villains, 
your servants, made up their minds to desert. They told 
me nothing and they were so cunning that, though I watched 
even their thoughts, I never guessed. They knew better 
than to tell me, for I would have beaten them — yes, all! 
So they waited till I was sound asleep, then came behind 
me, the three of them, and tied me fast that I should not 
hinder them and that they might take away Baas Tom's 
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gun which you lent me, and other things. Soon I found 
out their plans and though I laughed to their faces, oh ! my 
heart was black with rage. 

' When the Baauto dogs had tied me they mocked me, call- 
ing me foul uames and saying that I might stop and starve 
with the white fools, my masters, who always dug for yellow 
iron and found so little, being fools. Then they got together 
everything of value, yes, down to the kettle, and made ready 
to go, and each of them came and slapped me on the face 
and one burnt me here upon the nose with a hot bi'and. 

'All this I bore as a man must bear trouble which comes 
from the skies, but when Cheat took up Baas Tom's gun 
and the others came with a reim to tie me to the rock, I 
could bear it no more. So I shouted aloud and drove at 
'heat, who held the gun. Ah ! they had forgotten that if 
ly arms are strong, my head is stronger ! Butting like a 
bull I caught him fair in the middle and bis back was 
against the side of the cave. He made one noise, no more ; 
he will never make another noise, for my head smashed 
him up inside and the rock hui't me through him. Then 
the other two hit at me with kerries — great blows — and 
my arms being tied I could not defend myself, though I knew 
""lat they would soon kill me; so I groaned and dropped 

iwn, pretending to be dead — just like a stink-cat. 

'At last, thinking that they had finished me the Basutos 

,D away in a great hurry, for they feared lest you might 
tear the shouting and should come after them with rifles, 
'hey were so much afraid that they left the gun and most 
of the other things. After that I fainted ; it was silly, but 
those kerries of theirs are of rhinoceros hnrn — I should not 
have minded so much had they been of wood, but the horn 
bites deep. That is all the story. It will please Baas Tom 
to know that I saved his gun. When he hears it -he will 
forget his sickness and say, " Well done. Otter ! Ha ! 
Otter, your head is hai-d."' 

'Make your heart hard also,' said Leonard with a sad 
flmile, ' Baas Tom is dead. He died at daybreak in my 
The fever killed him as it killed the other Inkoosis 
'chiefs).' 

Otter heard, and letting bis bruised head fall upon his 
mighty chest, remained for a while in silence. At length 
he lifted it and Leonard saw two tears wandering down the 
battered countenance. ' Woui,' he said, ' is it so ? Oh I mj. 



THE LAST VIGIL 27 

father, are you dead, you who were brave like a lion and 
gentle as a girl ? Yes, you are dead, my ears have heard it, 
and were it not for your brother, the Baas Leonard, I think 
that I would kill myself and follow you. Wow^ my father, 
are you indeed dead, who smiled upon me yesterday ? ' 
' Come,' said Leonard, * I dare not leave him long/ 
And he went, Otter following him with a reeling gait, 
for he was weak from his injuries. Presently they reached 
the spot and Otter saw that the hut was gone. 

* Certainly,' he said, 'our bad spirits were abroad last 
night. Well, next time it will be the turn of the good ones.' 
Then he drew near to the corpse and saluted it with uplifted 
hand and voice. 

* Chief and Father,' he said in Zulu, for Otter had wan- 
dered long and knew many tongues, but he loved the Zulu 
best of all. ' While you lived upon earth, you were a good 
man and brave, though somewhat quick of temper and 
quarrelsome like a woman. Now you have wearied of 
this world and flown away like an eagle towards the 
sun, and there where you live in the light of the sun you 
will be braver and better yet, and become more patient 
and not quarrel any more with those who are less clever 
than you. Chief and Father, I salute you! May he 
whom you named the Otter serve you and the Inkoosi 
your brother once more in the House of the Great-Great, 
if one so ugly and misshapened can enter there. As for 
the Basuto dog whom I slew and who would have stolen 
your gun, I see now that I killed him in a fortunate hour, 
that he might be the slave beneath your feet in the House 
of the Great-Great. Ah ! had I known, I would have sent 
a better man, for there as here Cheat will still be Cheat. 
Hail, my Father ! Hail, and farewell ! Let your spirit watch 
over us and be gentle towards us, who love you yet.' 

And Otter turned away without further ado ; and having 
washed his wounds, he set himself to the task of preparing 
such coarse food as they had in store. 

When it was ready Leonard ate of it, and after he had 
finished eating, together they bore the body to the little 
cave for shelter. It was Leonard's purpose to bury his 
brother at sundown; he might not delay longer, but till 
then he would watch by him, keeping the last of many 
vigils. So all that remained of the Basuto Cheat having 
been dragged forth and thrust unceremoniously into an ant- 
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bear hole by Otter, who while he disposed of his body did 
not spare to taunt the spirit of his late treacherous foe, the 
corpse of Thomas Outrain was laid in its place and Leonard 
sat himself by its side in the gloom of the cave. 

About midday Otter, who had been sleeping off his sor- 
rows, physical and mental, came into the cavern. They 
were short of mfttt, he said, and with the leave of the Baas, 
he would take the gun of the dead Baas and try to shoot a 
buck. 

Leonard bade him go, but to be back by sundown, as he 
should require his help. 

^ Where shall we dig a hole. Baas ? ' asked the dwarf. 

^ One is dug,' answered Leonard ; ^ he who is dead dug it 
himself as the others did. We will bury him in the last pit 
he made looking for gold, to the right of where the hut 
stood. It is deep and ready.' 

^Yes, Baas, a good place — though perhaps Baas Tom 
would not have worked at it so strongly had he known. 
Wow ! Who knows to what end he labours ? But per- 
chance it is a little near the donga. Twice that hole has 
been flooded while Baas Tom was digging in it. Then he 
could jump out, but now ' 

' I have settled it,' said Leonard shortly ; ' go, and be 
back half an hour before sundown at latest. Stop ! Bring 
some of those rock-lilies if you can. The Baas was fond of 
them.' 

The dwarf saluted and went. ^ Ah ! ' he said to himself 
as he waddled down the hill where he hoped to find game, 
^ ah ! you do not fear men dead or living — overmuch ; 
yet. Otter, it is true that you are better here in the sun,' 
though the sun is hot, than yonder in the cave. Say, Otter, 
why does Baas Tom look awful now that he is dead — he 
who was so gentle while yet he lived ? Cheat did not look 
awful, only uglier. But then you killed Cheat, and the 
Heavens killed Baas Tom and set their own seal upon him. 
And what will Baas Leonard do now that his brother is 
dead and the Basutos have run away ? Go on digging for 
the yellow iron which is so hard to find, and of which, 
when it is found, no man can even make a spear. Nay, 
what is that to you. Otter ? What the Baas does you do 
— and here be the spoor of an irapala buck.' 

Otter was right, the day was fearfully hot. It was sum- 
mer in East Africa, or rather autumn, the season of fevei; 
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thunder and rain, a time that none who valued their lives 
would care to spend in those latitudes searching for gold 
with poor food and but little shelter. But men who seek 
their fortunes are not chary of hazarding their own lives or 
those of others. They become fatalists, not avowedly per- 
haps, but unconsciously. Those who are destined to die 
must die, they think, the others will live. And, after all, 
it does not greatly matter which they do, for, as they know 
well, the world will never miss them. 

When Leonard Outram, his brother, and two companions 
in adventure heard from the natives that at a particular 
spot on the mountains, nominally in the Portuguese terri- 
tory near the lowest branch of the Zambesi, gold could be 
dug out like iron ore, and when, at the price of two Tower 
muskets and a half-bred greyhound, they received a conces- 
sion from the actual chief of that territory to dig up and 
possess the gold without let or hindrance from any person 
whatsoever, they did not postpone their undertaking be- 
cause the country was fever-stricken and the unhealthy 
season drew on. In the first place, their resources were 
not great at the moment ; and in the second, they feared 
lest some other enterprising person with three Tower mus- 
kets and two greyhounds should persuade the chief to 
rescind their concession in his favour. 

So they journeyed laboriously to the place of hidden 
wealth, and with the help of such native labour as they 
could gather began their search. At first they were moder- 
ately successful ; indeed, wherever they dug they found 
' colour,' and once or twice stumbled upon pockets of nug- 
'gets. Their hopes ran high, but presently one of the four 
— Askew by name — sickened and died of fever. They 
buried him and persevered with varying luck. Then a sec- 
ond member of their party, Johnson, was taken ill. He 
lingered for a month and died also. After this Leonard 
was for abandoning the enterprise, but as fate would have 
it, on the day following Johnson's death they found gold 
in very promising quantities, and his brother, whose desire 
to win the wealth necessary to their ends was only in- 
creased by many disappointments, would not listen to such 
advice. 

So they rebuilt the hut on a higher and healthier spot 
and stayed. But on one unfortunate day Thomas Outram 
went out shooting, and losing his path in the bush was 
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forced to spend a night in the fever-fog. A week after- 
wards he complained of sickness iuid pains in the hack and 

:ad — three weeks later he died as we have seen. 

All these events and many others antecedent passed 
through Leonard's mind as he wore out the long hours 
seated by the side of his dead brother. Never before had 
he felt 80 lonely, so utterly desolate, so bankrupt of all love 
and hope. It was a fact that at this moment he had no 
friend in' the wide world, unless he oonld call the knob- 
nosed native Otter a friend. He had been many years 
away from England, his few distant relations there troubled 
themselves no more about him or his brother, outcasts, 
wanderers in strange lands, and his school and college 
companions in all probability had forgotten his existence. 

There was one indeed, Jane Beach. But since that night 
of parting, seven years ago, he had heard nothing of her. 
Twice he had written, but no answer came to his letters. 
Then he gave up writing, for Leonard was a proud man, 
moreover he guessed that she did not reply because she 
oonld not- Aa he had said to his brother, Jane might be 
dead by now, or more probably married to Mr. Cohen. And 
yet once they had loved each other, and to this hour he still 
loved her, or thought that he did. At least, through all 
the weary years of exile, labour and unceasing seai'ch after 
the unattainable, her image and memory had been with 
him, a distant dream of sweetness, peace and beauty, and 
they were with him yet, though nothing of her remained to 
him except the parting gift of her prayer-book and the 
lock of hair within it. The wildemesa is not a place where 
men can forget their earliest love. No, he was alone, 
absolutely and utterly alone, a wanderer in wild lands, a 
sojourner with rough unlettered men and savages. 

And now, what should he do ? This place was played 
out. There was alluvial gold indeed, but Leonard knew 
to-day that it was not in the earth, but in the veins of 
quartz which permeated the mountains that the real wealth 
must be sought for. ivnd how could he extract it from the ■ 
quartz without machinery or capital ? Besides, his Kaffir 
servants had deserted him, worn out with hard work and 
fever, and there were no others to be had at this season. 
"Well, it was only one more disappointment ; he must go 
to Natal and take his chance. At the worst he could 
always earn his living as a transport-rider, and at the best 
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lie wearied of this search for wealth which was to build up 
their family afresh. 

Then of a sudden Leonard remembered what he had 
promised — to go on seeking till he died. Very good, he 
would keep the promise — till he died. And he remem- 
bered also that curious prophecy to which Thomas had 
given utterance on the previous night, that prophecy of 
wealth which should come to him. 

Of course it was nothing but the distraught fancy of a 
dying man. For many years his brother had brooded over 
this possibility of gaining riches, not for their own sake 
indeed, but that they might be the means of restoring the 
ancient family, which their father had brought to shame 
and ruin. It was not wonderful in a man of his excitable 
temperament that at the hour of his death he should have 
grasped at some vision of attainment of the object of his 
life, though by the hand of another. And yet how strangely 
he had looked at him With what conviction he had 
spoken ! But all this was .beside the point ; he, Leonard, 
had sworn an oath many years ago, and only last night he 
had promised to continue to observe that oath. Therefore, 
come good or ill, he must pursue it to the end. 

Thus he mused till he grew weary as he sat hour after 
hour by the side of that rigid thing, which had been his 
playmate, his brother and his friend. From time to time 
he rose and walked about the cave. As the afternoon 
waned the air grew hotter and stiller, while a great cloud 
gathered on the horizon. 

' There will be thunder at sundown,' said Leonard aloud ; 
* I wish that Otter would come back, so that we might get 
the funeral over ; otherwise we shall have to wait till to- 
morrow.' 

At length, about half-an-hour before nightfall, the. dwarf 
appeared at the mouth of the cave, looking more like a gnome 
than a man against the lurid background of the angry sky. 
A buck was tied across his enormous shoulders and in his 
hand he held a large bunch of the fragrant mountain-lilies. 

Then the two of them buried Thomas Outram, there in his 
lonely grave which he himself had dug by the gully, and the 
roll of the thunder was his requiem. It seemed a fitting 
termination to his stormy and laborious life. 
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CHAPTER V 



OTTER GIVES COUNSEL 



i 



Whek the burial was finished and Thomas Outram slept liis 

last sleep beneath six feet of earth and stones, his brother 

took out the prayer-book that Jane Beach bad given him, which 

in truth formed all his library, and read the funeral service 

P over the grave, ending it by the glare of the lightning flashes. 

I Then he and Otter went back to the cave and ate, speaking 

I no word. After they had done their meal Leonard called 

[to the dwarf, who took his food at a little distance, 

' Otter,' he said, setting the lantern between them, ' you 

I- are a faithful man and clever in your way. 1 would tell 

you a story and ask you something. At the least,' he added 

to himself in English, ' in such a matter your judgment ia 

as good as mine,' 

' Speak OD, Baas,' said the dwarf, ' my ears are open ; ' and 

he squatted down on the further side of the lantern like some 

L great toad, watching his master's face with his black eyes. 

I ' Otter, the Baaa who is dead and I journeyed to this coun- 

I'try about seven years ago. Before we came here we bad been 

I rich men, chiefs in our own place, but we lost our kraals and 

I cattle and lands ; they were sold, others took them and we 

I became poor. Yes, we who were fat grew lean aa trek oxen 

I at the end of winter. Then we said to each other, " Here 

I we have no longer any home, the shame of poverty has come 

I upon us, we are broken vessels, empty men of no account ; also 

I we are chiefs by blood and here we cannot let ourselves out 

to labour like the common people, lest both the common 

people and the nobles should make a mock of us. Our great 

stone kraal that bas been ours for many generations is taken 

from ua, others dwell iti it, strange women order it and their 

children shall move about the land. We will go away." ' 

'The blood is the blood,' broke in Otter, 'the wealth is 

I nothing ; that conies and goes, but the blood is always the 

t .blood. Why did you not gather an impi, my father, and put 

^these strangers to the spear and take your kraal again ? ' 

'In our laud this may not be, Otter, for there wealth is 

ore than race. So we should have been brought to still 
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greater shame. Riches alone could give us back our home, 
and we had none left. Therefore we swore an oath together, 
the dead Baas and I, that we would journey to this far coun- 
try and seek to win wealth that we might buy back our lands 
and kraal and rule over them as in past years, and our 
children after us.' 

' A good oath,' said Otter, ' but here we should have sworn 
it otherwise and there would have been a ringing of steel 
about that kraal, not the chink of yellow iron.' 

^ We came. Otter, and for seven years we have laboured 
harder than the lowest of our servants ; we have travelled to 
and fro, mixing with many peoples, learning many tongues, 
and what have we found ? The Baas yonder a grave in the 
wilderness — I the food that the wilderness gives, no more.' 

* A poor wage so far,' said Otter. * Ah ! the ways of my 
people are more simple and better. A red spear is brighter 
than the red gold, yes, and it is more honest.' 

* The wealth is unwon, Otter, and I have sworn to win 
the wealth or die. But last night I swore it again to him 
who lies dead.' 

' It is well, Baas ; an oath is an oath and true men must 
keep it. But riches cannot be gathered here, for the gold, 
most of it, is hid in those rocks that are far too heavy to 
carry, and who may charm gold out of the rock ? — not all 
the wizards in Zululand. At the least you and I cannot do 
it alone, even should the fever spare us. We must trek. 
Baas, and look elsewhere.' 

* Listen, Otter, the tale is yet to tell. The Baas who is 
dead dreamed before he died, he dreamed that I should win 
the gold, that I should win it by the help of a woman, and he 
bade me wait here a while after he was dead. Say now, Otter, 
you who come of a people learned in dreams and are the child 
of a dream-doctor, was this a true dream or a sick man's 
fancy ? ' 

* N"ay, Baas, who can tell for sure ? ' the dwarf answered ; 
then pondered a while, and set himself to trace lines in the 
dust of the floor with his finger. ^ Yet I say,' he went on, 
* that the words of the dead uttered on the edge of death shall 
come true. He promised that you should win the wealth : 
you will win it by this way or by that, and the great kraal 
across the water shall be yours again, and the children of 
strangers shall wander there no more. Let us obey the 
words of the dead and bide here a while as he commanded.' 
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Seven days had passed, and on tlie night of the seventh 
'Leonaxd Outrain and Otter sat together once more in the 
little cave on Grave Mountain, for so they named this fatal 
spot. They did not speak, though each of them was think- 
ing after his own fashion, and botii had cause for thought. 
They had been hunting all day, but killed nothing except a 
guinea-fowl, most of which they had just eaten ; it was the 
only food left to them. Game seemed to have abandoned the 
district, at least they could find none. 

Bince Ms bi-other's death Leonard ha<l given up all 
attempt to dig for gold — it was useless. Time hung 
heavy on his hands, for a man cannot search all day for 
buck which are not. Gloom had settled on his mind also; 
lie felt his brother's loss more acutely now than on the day 
buried him. Moreover, for the first time he suffered 
from symptoms of the deadly fever which had carried off 
his three companions. Alas I he knew too well the mean- 
ing of this lassitude and nausea, and of the racking pain 
which from time to time shot througH his head and limbs, 
That was how bis brother's last sickness had begun. 

Would his own days end in the same fashion ? He did not 
greatly care, he was reckless as to liia fate, for the hard 
necessities of life had left him little time or inclination to 
rack himself with spiritual doubts. And yet it was awful to 
think of. He rehearsed the whole scene in his mind again 
and yet again until it became a reality to him. He saw his 
pwn last struggle for life and Otter watching it. He saw the 
"warf bearing him in his great arms to a lonely grave, there 
3 cover him with earth, and then, with a sigh, to flee the 
haunted spot for ever. Why did he stop here to die of 
fever ? Because his brother had bidden him to do so with 
his dying breath ; because of a superstition, a folly, which 
wouhl move any civilised man to scorn. 
Ah I there was the rub, he was no longer aeivilised man ; 
i had lived so long with nature and savages that he had 
ime to be as uature makes the savage. His educated reason 
lid him that this was folly, but his instinct — that faculty 
[which had begun to take the place of educated reason with 
wim — spoke in another voice. He had gone back in the 
'scale of life, he had grown primitive ; his mind was as the 
mind of a Norseman or of an Aztec. It did not seem won- 
derful to him that his brother should have prophesied upon 
his dying bed ; it did uot strike hini as strange even that he 



OTTER GIVES COUNSEL 35 

shoald believe in the prophecy and act upon it. And yet 
he knew that in all probability this obedience would result 
in his own death. 

Those who have lived much with nature will in some 
degree be familiar with such sensations, for man and nature 
are ever at variance, and each would shape the other to its 
ends. In the issue nature wins. Man boasts continually 
of his conquests over her, her instincts, her terrors, and her 
hopes. But let him escape from out his cities and the fellow- 
ship of his kind, let him be alone with her for a while, and 
where is his supremacy ? He sinks back on to her breast again 
and is lost there as in time to be all his labours shall be lost. 
The grass of the field and the sand of the desert are more 
powerful than Babylon : they were before her, they are 
after her ; and so it is with everything physical and moral in 
their degrees, for here rules a nurse whom we human chil- 
dren must obey at last, however much we may defy her. 

Thus brooded Leonard as he sat, his hands in his pockets 
and an empty pipe between his teeth. Their tobacco was 
done* and yet he drew at the pipe, perhaps from habit. And 
all the while Otter watched him. 

' Baas,' he said at length, ' you are sick, Baas.' 
' No,' he answered, ^ that is, perhaps a little.' 
^ Yes, Baas, a little. You have said nothing, but I know, 
I who watch. The fever has touched you with his finger, 
by-and-by he will grip you with his whole hand, and then 
Baas ' 

* And then, Otter, good-night.' 

* Yes, Baas, for you good-night, and for me, what ! Baas, 
you think too much and you have nothing to do, that is 
why you grow sick. Better that we should go and dig 
again.' 

* What for. Otter ? Ant-bear holes make good graves.' 

* Evil talk, Baas. Kather let us go away and wait no 
more than that you should talk such talk, which is the 
beginning of death.' 

Then there was silence for a while. 

* The truth is. Otter,' said Leonard presently, ' we are 
both fools. It is useless for us to stay here with nothing 
to eat, nothing to drink, nothing to smoke, and only the 
fever to look forward to, expecting we know not what. But 
what does it matter ? Fools and wise men all come to one 
end. Lord ! how my head aches and how hot it is ! I 
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wish that we had Rome quinine left. I am going out,' and? 
he rose impatiently and left the cave. 

Otter followed him. He knew where he would 
hia brother's gra-^e. Presently they were there, standing 
on the hither edge of a ravine. A cloud had hidden the 
face of the moon and they could see nothing, so they stood 
a while idly waiting for it to pass. 

Aa they rested thus, suddenly a moaning sound 
their ears, or rather a sound which, beginning with a moan^, 
ended in a long low wail. 

' What is that ? ' asked Leonard, looking towards 
shadows on the further side of the ravine, whence the cry 
seemed to proceed. 

' I do not know,' answered Otter, ' uidess it be a ghost, 
the voice of one who mourns her dead.' 

' We are the only mourners here,' said Leonard, and as he 
spoke once more the low and piercing wail thrilled upon the 
air. Just tben the cloud passed, the moonlight shone out 
brilliantly, and they saw who it was that cried aloud in this 
desolate place. For there, not twenty paces from them, on 
the other side of the ravine, crouched upon a stone and 
rocking herself to and fro as though in an agony of despair 
and grief, sat a tall and withered woman. 

With an exclamation o£ surprise Leonard started towards 
her followed by the dwarf. So absorbed was the woman in 
her sorrow that she neither saw nor heard them. Even 
when they stood close to her she did not perceive them, for 
her face was hidden in her bony hands. Leonard looked 
at her curiously. She was past middle age, but he could 
see that once she had been handsome and, for a native, very 
light in colour. Her hair was grizzled and crisp rather 
than woolly, and her hands and feet were slender and finely 
shaped. At the moment he could discern no more of the 
woman's personal appearance, for the face was covered, as 
has been said, and her body wrapped in a tattered blanket. 

'Mother,' he said, speaking in the Sisutu dialect, 'what 
ails you that you weep here alone ? ' 

The stranger let drop her hands and sprang up with a' 

cry of fear. As it chanced, her gaze fell first upon the 

\ dwarf Otter, who was standing in front of her, and at the 

■ " t of him the cry died upon her lips, and her sunken 

ks, clear-cut features and sullen black eyes became aa 

^ose of one who is petrified with terror. So strange was 
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her aspect indeed that the dwarf and his master neither 
spoke nor moved ; they stood hushed and expectant. It was 
the woman who broke this silence, speaking in a low voice of 
awe and adoration and, as she spoke, sinking to her knees. 

* And hast thou come to claim me at the last,' she said, 
addressing Otter, * thou whose name is Darkness, to whom 
I was given in marriage, and from whom I fled when I was 
young ? Do I see thee in the flesh. Lord of the night, King 
of blood and terror, and is this thy priest ? Or do I but 
dream ? Nay, I dream not, slay on, thou priest, and let my 
sin be purged.' 

'Here it seems,' said Otter, * that we have to do with one 
who is mad.' 

* Nay, J§.1,' the woman answered, ' I am not mad, though 
madness has been nigh to me of late.' 

* Neither am I named J§.1 or Darkness,' answered the dwarf 
with irritation ; * cease to speak folly and tell the White 
Lord whence you come, for I weary of this talk.' 

* If you are not Jdl, Black One, the thing is strange, for as 
J§,1 is so you are. But perchance it does not please you, 
having put on the flesh, to avow yourself before me. At 
the least be it as you will. If you are not J§.1 then I am safe 
from your vengeance, and if you are J§,1 1 pray you forget 
the sins of my youth and spare me.' 

* Who is j£l ? ' asked Leonard curiously. - 

*Nay, I know not,' answered the woman, with a sudden 
change of manner. * Hunger and weariness have turned 
my brain and I spoke wandering words. Forget them and 
give me food. White Man,' she added in a piteous tone, 
< give me food, for I starve.' 

' There is scant fare here,' answered Leonard, ' but you 
are welcome to it. Follow me, mother,' and he led the way 
across the donga to the cave, the woman limping after him 
painfully. 

There Otter gave her meat, and she ate as one eats who 
has gone hungry for long, greedily and yet with effort. 
When she had finished she looked at Leonard with her keen 
dark eyes and said : 

* Say, White Lord, are you also a slave-trader ? ' 

* No,' he answered grimly, * I am a slave.' 

* Who is your master then ? — this Black One here ? ' 
*Nay, he is but the slave of a slave. I have no master, 

mother ; I have a mistress, and she is named Fortune.' 
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^^^B ' The worst of mistresses,' said the old woman, ' or the 
^^^1 best, for she laughs ever behind her fruwu and mingles 
^^^1 stripes with kisses.' 

^^^B ' The stripes I know well, but not the kisses,' answered 
^^^1 Leonard gloomily ; then ^ded in another tone, ' What is 
^^^F your errand, mother 1 How are you named, and what do 
^^^ you seek wandering alone in the mountains ? ' 

' I am named Soa, and I seek buccout for one whom I love 
and who is in sore distress. Will my lord listen to my tale ? ' 

»' Speak on,' said Leonard. 
Then the woman crouched down before him and told this 
story. 



CHAl'TEE VI 

THE TAJ.E OF SOA 



^ 



My lord, I, Soa, am the servant of a white man, a trader 
who lives on the banks of t^e Zambesi some four days' 
march from here, having a hoiise there which he built many 
years ago,' 

' How is the white man named ? ' asked Leonard. 

' The black people call him Mavoom, but his white name 
is Kodd. He is a good master and no common man, but he 
has this fault, that at times he is drunken. Twenty years 
ago or more Mavoom, my lord, married a white womaji, 
a Portuguese whose father dwelt at Delagoa Bay, and who 
was beautiful, ah! beautiful. Then he settled on the banks 
of the Zambesi and became a trader, building the house 
where it is now, or rather where its ruins are. Here his 
wife died in childbirth ; yes, she died in my arms, and it 
was I who reared her daughter Juanna, tending her from 
the cradle to this day. 

' Now, after the death of his wife Mavoom became more 
drunken. Still, when he is not in liquor he is very clever 
and a good trader, and several times he has collected ivory 
and feathers and gold worth much money, and also has bred 
icattle by hundreds. Then he would say that he must leave 
[the wilderness and go to another country across the water, I 
not where, that country whence the Englishmen come. 
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* Twice he has started to go and I with him, and his 
daughter Juanna, my mistress, who is named the Shepherd- 
ess of Heaven by the black people, because they think that 
she has the gift of foretelling rain. But once Mavoom 
stopped in a town, at Durban, in Natal, and getting drunk 
he gambled away all his money in a month, and once he lost 
it in a river, the boat being overset by a river-horse and the 
ivory and gold sinking out of sight. Still, the last time 
that he started he left his daughter, the Shepherdess, at 
Durban, and there she stayed for three years learning those 
things that the white women know, for she is very clever, 
as clever as she is beautiful and good. Now, for nearly 
two yeaijs she has been back at the Settlement, for she came 
to Delagoa Bay in a ship, and I with her, and Mavoom • 
met us. 

* But one month gone my mistress the Shepherdess spoke 
to her father Mavoom, telling him that she wearied of their 
lonely life in the wilderness and wished to sail across the 
waters to the land which is called Home. He listened to 
her, for Mavoom loves his daughter and said that it should 
be so. But he said this also : that first he would go on a 
trading journey up the river to buy a store of ivory of 
which he knew. Now she was against this, saying, "Let 
us start at once, we have tempted chance too long, and 
once again* we are rich. Let us goto Natal and pass over 
the seas.'' 

* Still he would not listen, for he is a headstrong man. 
So on the morrow he started to search for the store of ivory, 
and the lady Juanna his daughter wept, for though she is 
fearless, it was not fitting that she should be left thus alone ; * 
also she hated to be apart from her father, for it is when 
she is not there to watch that he becomes drunken. 

* Mavoom left, and twelve days went by while I and my 
mistress the Shepherdess sat at the Settlement waiting till 
he returned. Now it is the custom of my mistress, when 
she is dressed, to read each morning from a certain holy 
book in which are written the laws of that Great-Great 
whom she worships. On the thirteenth morning, therefore, 
she sat beneath the verandah of the house, reading in the 
book according to her custom, and I went about my work 
making foodi ready. Suddenly I heard a tumult, and look- 
ing over the wall which is round the garden and to the left 
of thflb: house,^! saw a great number, of. men, some of them. 
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white, some Arabs, and some Lalf-breeda, one mounted 
the others on foot, and behind them a long caravan of slaves^ 
with the slave-sticks set upon their necks. 

' As they came these men fired guns at the people of the 
Settlement, who ran this way and that. Some of the people 
fellj and more were made captive, but others of them got 
away, for they were at work in the fields and had seen the 
slave-traders coming. 

'Now as I gazed affrighted T saw my mistress, the Shep- 
herdess, flying towards the wall behind which I stood, the 
book she was reading being still in her hand. But as 
she reached it the man mounted on the mule overtook her 
and she turned about and faced him, setting her back against 
\ • the wall. Then I crouched down and hid myself among 
some banana-trees, and watched what passed through a 
crack in the wall. 

' The man on the mule was old and fat, his hair waa,' 
white and his face yellow and wrinkled. I knew him at 
once, for often I have heard of him before, who has been 
the terror of this country for many years. He is named 
the Yellow Devil by the black people, but his Portuguese 
name is Pereira, and he has his place in a secret spot down 
by one of the mouths of the Zambesi. Here he collects tha 
slaves, and here the traders come twice a year with their; 
dhows to carry them to market. 

'Now this man looked at my mistress as she stood terri*-! 
fled with her back against the wall ; then he laughed and] 
cried aloud in Portuguese, "Here we have a pretty prize. i 
This must be that Juauna of whose beauty I have heard.1 
Where is your father, my dove ? Gone trading up tha^' 
river, has he not ? Ah ! I knew it, or perhaps I should' 
not have ventured here. But it was wrong of him to leavB: 
one so pretty all alone. Well, well, he is about his bust 
ness and I must be -about mine, for I am a merchant also, 
my dove, a merchant who trades in blackbirds. One with, 
silver feathers does not often come my way and I muat 
make the most of her. There is many a young man in onirj 
part who will bid briskly for such eyes as yours. Never] 
fear, my dove, we will soon find you a husband." 

' Thus the Yellow Devil spoke. White Man, while the 

Shepherdess my mistress crouched against the wall and' 

\ stared at him with frightened eyes, and the slave-traders 

I his servants laughed aloud at his evil words. Presently 
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she seemed to understand, and I saw her slowly lift her 
hand towards her head. Then I knew her purpose. 

*Now, there is a certain deadly poison, White Man, of 
which I have the secret, and that secret I taught long ago 
to my mistress. It is so deadly that a piece of it no larger 
than the smallest ant can kill a man, yes, the instant after 
it touches his tongue he will be dead. Living alone as she 
does in the wilds, it is the custom of my mistress to carry 
a portion of this poison hidden in her hair, since a time 
might come when she must use it to save herself from 
worse than death. Now it seemed to her that this hour 
was upon her, and I knew that she was about to take the 
poison. Then in my fear I whispered to her through the 
crack in the wall, speaking in an ancient tongue which I 
have taught her, the tongue of my own people. White Man, 
and saying: "Hold your hand. Shepherdess; while you 
live you may escape, but from death there is no escape. It 
will be time to use the poison when the worst is with 
you." 

* She heard and understood, for I saw her bow her head 
slightly and her hand fell against her side. Then Pereira 
spoke again : 

* "And now, if you are ready,'' he said, " we will be mov- 
ing, for it is eight days' journey to my little Nest on the 
coast, and who can tell when the dhows will come to fetch 
my blackbirds. Have you anything to say before you go, 
my dove ? " 

^Now my mistress spoke for the first time, answering, 
" I am in your power, but I do not fear you, for if need be 
I can escape you. But I tell you this : that your wicked^ 
ness shall bring your own death upon you ; " and she 
glanced round at the bodies of those whom the slave-traders 
had murdered, at the captives upon whom they were setting 
chains and forks of wood, and the columns of smoke that 
were rising from her home, for the roof of the Settlement 
had been fired. 

* For a moment the Portugee looked frightened, then he 
laughed aloud and said with an oath, crossing himself after 
the fashion of his people as a protection against the curse, 
"What! you prophesy, do you, my dove, and you can 
escape me at your will, can you ? Well, we shall see. 
Brinpr the other mule for this lady, you fellows." 

' The mule was brought and Juanna, my mistress, was 



42 



THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 



set upon it. Tlien the slave-traders shot down such of the 
captives as tliey thought to be of no value, the drivers 
flogged the slaves with their three-thongcd sjaiiibochs of 
hippopotamus-hide, and the caravan moved on down the 
liauks of the river. 

' When all had gone I crept from my hiding-place and 
sought out those men of the Settlement who had escaped 
the slai^hter, praying them to find arms and follow on the 
Yellow Devil's spoor, waiting for an opportunity to rescue 
the Shepherdess whom they loved. But they would not do 
this, for the heart was out of them, they were cowed by 
fear, and most of the head-men had been taken captive, 
Ko, they would do nothing except weep over their dead and 
the burnt kraals. " You cowards," I said, " if you will not 
come, then I must go alone. At the least let some of you 
pass up the river and search for Mavoom, to tell him what 
has chanced here in his house." 

'The men said that they would do this, and taking a 
blanket and a little food, I followed upon the track of the 
slave-drivers. For four days I followed, sometimes coming 
in sight of them, till at length the meat was done and my 
strength ieft me. On the morning of the lifth day I could 
go no farther, so I crept to the top of a koppie and watched 
their long line winding across the plain. In its centre were 
two mules, and on one of these mules sat a woman. Then 
I knew that no harm had befallen my mistress as yet, for 
she still lived. 

' M^ow, from the koppie I saw a little kraal far away to 
the right, and to this kraal I came that same afternoon 
with my last strength. I told its people that I had escaped 
from the slave-drivers, and they treated me kindly. Here 
it was also I learnt that some white men from Natal 
were digging for gold in these mountains, and next day 
I I travelled on in search of them, thinking perchance they 
j would help me, for I know well that the English hate the , 
slave-drivers. And here, my lord, I am come at last withti 
much toil, and now 1 pray you deliver my mistress the, 
Shepherdess from the hands of the Yellow Devil. Oh I 
my Lord, T seem poor and wretched ; but I tell you that it' 
you can deliver her you shall win a great reward. Yes, 1 
fill reveal to you that which I have kept hidden all my life, 
I ay, even from Mavoom my ma-ster ; / vill reveal to you tho. 
secret treasures i>f my iKiyi'le, " the Children of the Mist," ' 
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Now when Leonard, who all the while had been listening 
attentively and in silence to Soa's tale, heard her last words, 
he raised his head and stared at her, thinking that her sor- 
rows had made her mad. There was no look of madness 
upon the woman's fierce face, however, but only one of the 
most earnest and indeed passionate entreaty. So, letting 
this matter go by for the while, he spoke to her : 

* Are you then crazed, mother ? ' he said. ^ You see that 
I am alone here with one servant, for my three companions, 
of whom the people in the kraal told you, are dead through 
fever, and I myself am smitten with it. And yet you ask 
me, alone as I am, to travel to this slave-trader's camp that 
is you know not where, and there, single-handed, to rescue 
your mistress, if indeed you have a mistress, and your tale 
is true. Are you then mad, mother ? ' 

* No, Lord, I am not mad, and that which I tell you is 
true, every word of it. I know that I ask a great thing, 
but I know also that you Englishmen can do great things 
when you are well paid. Strive to help me and you shall 
have your reward. Ay, should you fail, and live, I can still 
give you a reward ; not much perhaps, but more than you 
have ever earned.' 

' Never mind the reward now, mpther,' broke in Leonard 
testily, for the veiled sarcasm of Soa's speech had stung 
him, * unless, indeed, you can cure me of the fever,* he 
added with a laugh. 

* I can do that,' she answered quietly ; ' to-morrow morn- 
ing I will cure you.' 

* So much the better,' he said, with an incredulous smile ; 
* and now of your wisdom tell me how am I to look for your 
mistress, to say nothing of rescuing her, when I do not 
know whither she has been taken. Probably this Nest of 
which the Portugee talked is a secret place. How long has 
she been carried off ? ' 

* This will be the twelfth day. Lord. As for the Nest, it 
is secret ; that I have discovered. It is to your wisdom 
that I look to find it.' 

Leonard mused a while, then a thought struck him. 
Turning to the dwarf, who had been sitting by listening to 
all that was said in stolid silence, his great head resting 
upon his knees, he spoke to him in Dutch : 

* Otter, were you not once taken as a slave ? ' 
*Yes, Baas, once, ten years ago.' 
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' How was it ? ' 
' Thus, Baas. I was hunting on the Zambesi with the 
soldiers of a tribe there — it was after my own people had 
driven me out because they said that I was too ugly to 
become their chief, as I was born to be. Then the Yellow 
Devil, that same man of whom the woman speaks, fell upou 
us with Arabs and took us to his place, there to await the 
slave-dhows. He was a stout man, horrible to see, and 
elderly. Tlie day the dhows oaioe iu I escaped by swim^ 
ming ; all the others who remained alive were taken off in 
ships to Zanzibar.' 

' Could you find your way to that place again. Otter ? 
' Yes, Baaa. It is a hard spot to find, for the path i 
I through morasaes ; moreover the place is secret and pro- 
\ teeted by water. AU of ua slaves were blindfolded during 
I the last day's march. But I worked up my bandage with my 
-ah! my big nose served me well that day — and 
I watched the path from beneath it, and Otter never for 
f a road over which bis feet have travelled. Also I followed 
I that path back.' 

' Could you find the spot from here ? ' 
' Yes, Baas. I should go along these mountains, ten 
I days' journey or more, tiU we strucli the southernmost 
' mouth of the Zami)esi below Luabo. Then I should fol- 
low the river down a day's journey. Afterwarda two 
I more days through the swamps and we come to the place. 
But it is a stroug place. Baas, and there are many men 
' armed with guns in it ; moreover, there is a big cannon, a 
" by-and-by " ! ' 

Again Leonard thought a moment, then he turned to Soa 
and asked, ' Do you understand Dutch ? No ? Well, I have 
found out something of this Nest from my servant. Pereira 
said that it was eight days' journey from your master's 
1 settlement, so your mistress has been there some three or 
four days if she ever reached it. Now, from what I know 
of the habits of slave-traders on this coast, the dhows will 
not begin to take in their cargoes for another month, be- 
cauae of the monsoon. Therefore, if I am correct, there in 
plenty of time. Mind you, mother, I am not saying that I 
will have anything to do with this business, I must think 

' Yes, you will, White Man,' she answered, ' when you 
i^ow the reward ; but of that I will tell you to-morrow, 
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after I fiave cured you of your fever. And now I pray, 
Black One, show me a place where I may sleep, for 1 
am very weary.' 



CHAPTER VII 

LEONABD SWEARS ON THE BLOOD OP ACA 

On the morrow Leonard woke early from a troubled sleep, for 
his fever would scarcely let him rest. But, early as it was, the 
woman Soa had been up before him, and on coming out of 
the cave the first thing that he saw was her tall shape 
bending over a little fire, whereon a gourd was boiling, the 
contents of which she stirred from time to time. 

' Good morning to you, White Man,' she said, * here is 
that which shall cure you of your sickness as I promised to 
do ; ' and she lifted the gourd from the fire. 

Leonard took it and sniffed at the liquor, which smelt 
abominably. 

* It is more likely to poison me, mother,' he said. 

* No, no,' she answered with a smile ; ^ drink half of it 
now and half at midday, and the fever shall trouble you no 
more.' 

So soon as the stuff was cool enough Leonard obeyed, 
though with a doubting heart. 

* Well, mother,' he said, setting the gourd down with a 
gasp, *if nastiness is any proof of virtue your medicine 
should be good.' 

*It is good,' she answered gravely, 'many have been 
dragged from the edge of death by it.' 

And here it may be stated, whether it was owing to Soa's 
medicine or to other causes, that Leonard began to mend from 
that hour. By nightfall he felt a different man, and before 
three days were over he was as strong as he had ever been in 
his life. But into the ingredients of the draught he never 
found the courage to inquire, and perhaps it was as well. 

Shortly after he had taken his dose Leonard observed 
Otter walking up the hill, bearing a huge lump of meat 
upon his shoulders. 

* The old woman has brought us luck,' said the dwarf as 
he loosed himself from his burden. ' Once more the bush 
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ia full of game ; scarcely had I reached it when I killed a 
young koodoo, fat, ah ! fat, and there are many of them 
ftbout.' 
Then they prepared breakfast, and ate it, and when the 
meal was done once more tliey talked. 
' Mother,' began Leonard, ' last night you asked me to im- 
dertake a great venture, and promised a reward in payment. 
Now, as yon said, we Englishmen will do much for gold, and 
I am a poor man who seek wealth. You demand of me that 
1 should risk my life, now tell me of its price.' 
The woman Soa looked at him a while, and answered : 
' White Man, Lave you ever heard of Ihe People of the 
Mist ? ' 
'No,' he said, 'that is, except in London. I mean that I 
I know nothing of such a people. What of them ? ' 
I ' This : I, Soa, am one of that people. I was the daughter 
I of their head-priest, and I fled from them many many years 
[ ago, because I was doomed to be offered up as a sacriiice to 
y the god Jai, he who is shaped like the Black One yonder,' 
and she pointed to Otter. 
' This is rather interesting,' said Leonard, ' go on.' 
' White Man, that people is a great people. They live in 
\ a region of mist, upon high lands beneath the shadow of the 
\ tops of snow mountains. They are larger than other men in 
\ size, and very cruel, but their women are fair. Now of the 
beginning of my people 1 know nothing, for it is lost in the 
laat. But they worship an ancient stone statue fashioned 
ike adwarf,andto him they offer the blood of men. Beneath 
the feet of the statue is a pool of water, and beyond the pool 
is a cave. In that cave, White Man, he dwells whom they 
adore in efflgy above, he, Jal, whose name is Terror.' 
' Do you mean that a dwarf lives in the cave ? ' asked 
Leonard. 

' No, White Man, not a dwarf, but a holy crocodile which 

they name the Snake, the biggest crocodile in the whole 

■ world, and the oldest, for he has dwelt there from the 

It is this snake that devours the bodies of 

I those who are offered to the Black One.' 

'As I remarked before,' said Leonard, 'all this is very 
I romantic and interasting, but I cannot see that there is 
r much profit to be made out of it.' 

' White Man, the lives of men are not the only things which 
i priests of the Children of the Mist offer to their god;. 
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they offer also such toys as this^ White Man/ and suddenly 
she undosed her hand and exhibited to Leonardos astonished 
gaze a ruby, or what appeared to be a ruby, of such size and 
so lovely a colour, that his eyes were dazzled when he looked 
at it. The gem, though roughly polished, was uncut, but its 
dimensions were those of a small blackbird's Qgg, it was of the 
purest pigeon-blood colour, wfthout a flaw, and worn almost 
round, apparently by the action of water. Now, as it chanced, 
Leonard knew something of gems, although unhappily he was 
less acquainted with the peculiarities of the ruby than with 
those of most other stones. Thus, although this magnificent 
specimen might be a true stone, as indeed appeared to be the 
case, it was quite possible that it was only a spinel, or a 
garnet, and alas ! he had no means of setting his doubts at 
rest. 

'Do your people find many of these pebbles, Soa,' he 
asked, * and if so, where do they find them ? ' 

* Yes, White Man, they find many, though few of such a 
size as this. They dig them out of a dry river-bed in some 
spot that is known to the priests only, and with them 
other beautiful stones of a blue colour.' 

'Sapphires probably,' said Leonard to himself, 'they 
generally go together.' 

'Every year they dig them,' she went on, ' and the biggest 
stone of those that are found in their digging they bind upon 
the brow of her who is to be offered as a wife to the god 
J§1. Afterwards, before she dies, they take the gem from 
her brow and store it in a secret place, and there in that 
secret place are hidden all those that have been worn by 
the victims of countless years. Moreover the eyes of Jal 
are made of such stones, and there are others. 

' This is the legend of my people, White Man, that Jal, God 
of Death and Evil, slew his mother, Aca, in the far past. 
There where the stones are found he slew her, and the red 
gems are her blood, and the blue gems are her tears which 
she shed praying to him for mercy. Therefore the blood of 
Aca is offered to J^l, and so it shall be offered till Aca come 
again to drive his worship from the land.' 

' A nice bit of mythology, I am sure,' said Leonard. ' Our 
old friends the Darkness and the Dawn in an African 
shape, I suppose. But listen to me, mother. This stone, if 
it is genuine, is worth many ounces of gold, but there are 
other stones so like it that none who are not learned in the 
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matter eau tell tlie dlffei'euce, and if it be oae of these it is of 
little value. Btillit may bappeu that this, and the others of 
whioh you speak, are true rubies ; at auy rate I should be 
willing to take my chance of that. But now, tell me, what 
is your plan ? This is a very pretty story and the rubies 
may be there, but how am I to get them ? ' 

'I have a plan. White Man' she answered. 'If you will 
help me I offer to give you tliat stone you hold, which I 
have borne hidden about me for many years telliag its story 
to none, no, not even to Mavoom. I offer to give it to you 
now if you will promise to attempt the rescue of my mistress, 
for I know by your eyes that if once you promise you will not 
desert the quest ; ' and she paused, looking at him keenly, 

'Very well,' said Leonard, 'but considering the risks tha 
price does not seem quite good enough. As I told yon, this 
stone may be worth nothing : you must make a better bid, 
mother.' 

'Truly, White Man, I have judged you well,' answered 
Soa with a sneer ; ' also you are wise . little work for little 
■wage. Listen now, this is the pay I proffer you. 

' If you succeed, and the Shepherdess is saved alive from 
the grip of the Yellow Devil, I promise this on her behalf 
and on my own : that I will guide you to the land of the 
People of the Mist and show you a way to win for yourself 
all those other countless .litones that are hidden there.' 

' Good,' said Leonard, ' but why do you promise on behalf 
of your mistress and yourself ? What has she got to do 
with it ? ' 

' Without her nothing can be done. White Man. This 
people is great and strong, and we have no force with which 
to conquer them in war. Here craft must be your spear.' 

' Yon must speak more clearly, Soa, I cannot waste time 
in guessing riddles. How will you conquer this people 
by craft, and what has Miss Eodd, whom you name the 
Shepherdess, to do with the matter ? ' 

'That you shall learn by-and-by, after you have rescued 
her, White Man ; till then my lips are shut. I tell you 
that I have a plan and this must be enough, for more I will not 
Bay. If you are not content, let me go to seek help elsewhere.' 

Leonard thought a moment, and seeing that she was 
determined not to be more explicit, said : 

'Very well, then. And now how am I to know that your 
mistress will fall in with this scheme ? ' 
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* I answer for her/ said Soa, * she will never go back upon 
my word. Look you, White Man, it is not for a little thing 
that I would have told you this tale. If you journey to the 
land^of the People of the Mist I must go with you, and there, 
should I be discovered, my death waits me. I tell you the tale, 
or some of it, and I offer you the bribe because I see that you 
need money and I am sure that without the chance of 
winning money you will not hazard your life in this despe- 
rate search. But I love my mistress so well that I am ready 
to hazard mine ; ay, I would give six lives if I had them, to 
save her from the shame of the slave. Now, White Man, 
we have talked enough ; is it a bargain ? ' 

* What do you say. Otter ? ' asked Leonard, thoughtfully 
pulling at his beard ; * you have heard all this wonderful 
tale and you are clever.' 

* Yes, Baas,' said the dwarf, speaking for the first time, ' I 
have heard the tale, and as for being clever, perhaps I am and 
perhaps I am not. My people said that I was clever, and that 
is one of the reasons why they would not have me for a chief. 
If I had been clever only they could have borne it, they said, 
or if I had been ugly only, but being both ugly and clever I 
was no chief for them. They feared lest I should rule them 
too well and make all the people to be born ugly also. Ah ! 
they were fools, they did not understand that it wants some- 
one cleverer than I to make people so ugly.' 

* Never mind all that,' said Leonard, who understood how- 
ever that the dwarf was talking thus in order to give himself 
time to think before he answered. * Show me your mind, 
Otter.' 

* Baas, what can I say ? I know nothing of the value of 
that red stone. I do not know whether this woman, of whom 
my heart tells me no good, speaks truth or lies about a distant 
people who live in a fog and worship a god shaped as I am. 
None hJive ever" worshipped me, yet there may be a land 
where I should be deemed worthy of worship, and if so I 
should like to travel in that land. But as to the rescue 
of this Shepherdess from the Nest of the Yellow Devil, I do 
not know how it can be brought about. Say, mother, how 
many of the men of Mavoom were taken prisoners with 
your mistress ? ' 

* Fifty of them perchance,' answered Soa. 

* Weu now,' went on the dwarf, * if we could loose those 
men and if they are brave we might do something ; but there 
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uro many if» about it, Haas, ytill if you think the pay is 
Kjod enough we can try. It will be better than sitting 
cere, and it does not matter what happens. Every man to 

Ejus fate, Baas, and fate to every man,' 

T ' A good motto,' said Leonard, ' Soa, I take your offer, 
.though I am a fool for my pains. And now, with your leave, 
we will put the matter into writing so that there may be no 
mistake about it afterwards. Get a little blood from the 
bunk's flesh, Otter, and mix gunpowder with it, that will do 
for ink if we add some hot water.' 

While the dwarf was compounding this ominous mixture 
Leonard sought for paper. He could find none, the last had 
been lost when the hut was blown away on the night of his 

^.brother's death. Then he bethought him of the prayer-book 
which Jane Beach had given him. He would not use the 
By-leaf, because her name was on it, so he must write across 
Tiie title-page. And thus he wrote in small, neat letters 
Vith his mixture of blood and gunpowder straight through 

P the OritT of Covimon Prayer : — 

AND SOA, 



. The said Leonard Outram agrees to use his best efforts 
J rescue Juanna, the daughter of Mr. Eodd, now reduced 
□ a state of slavery and believed to be in the power of one 
Pereira, a slave-dealer, 

' II. In consideration of the services of the said Leonard 
'Outram, the said Soa delivers to him a certain stone believed 
to be a ruby, of which the said Leonard Outram hereby 
acknowledges the receipt. 

' III. Should the rescue be effected the said Soa hereby 
agrees, on behalf of herself and the said Juanna Rodd, bo 
conduct the said Leonard Outram to a certain spot in 
centr'a! South Eastern Africa, inhabited by a tribe known 
as the People of the Mist, there to reveal to him and to 
help him to gain possession of the store of rubies used in 
the religious ceremonies of the said tribe. Further, the 
said Soa agrees, on behalf of the said Juanna Rodd, that 
she, the said Juanna, will aecompany her upon the journey 
and will play among the said People of the Mist any part 
that may be required of her as necessary to the success of 
this ondeitaking. 
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* IV. It is mutually agreed that these enterprises be pro- 
secuted until the said Leonard Outram is satisfied that they 
are fruitless. 

* Signed in the Manica Mountains, Eastern Africa, 

on the ninth day of May 18 — .' 

When he had finished this document, perhaps one of the 
most remarkable that was ever written since Pizarro drew 
up his famous agreement for the division of the prospective 
spoils of Peru, Leonard read it aloud and laughed heartily 
to himself. It was the first time that he had laughed for 
some months. Then he translated it to his companions, not 
without complaisancy, for it had a truly legal sound, and 
your layman loves to affect the lawyer. 

* What do you think of that. Otter ? ' he asked when he 
had finished. 

* It is fine. Baas, very fine,' answered the dwarf. * Won- 
derful are the ways of the white man ! But, Baas, how can 
the old woman promise things on behalf of another ? ' 

Leonard pulled his beard reflectively. The dwarf had 
put his finger upon the weak spot in the document. But 
he was saved the necessity of answering by Soa herself, who 
said quietly, 'Have no fear, White Man; that which I 
promise in her name, my mistress will certainly perform, 
if so be that you can save her. Give me the pen that I 
may make my mark upon the paper. But first do you swear 
upon the red stone that you will perform what you under- 
take in this writing.' 

So Leonard laughed, swore, and signed, and Soa made 
her mark. Then Otter affixed his, as witness to the deed, 
and the thing was finished. Laughing again at the comi- 
cality of the transaction, which indeed he had carried out 
more by way of joke than for any other reason, Leonard 
put the prayer-book in his pocket and the great ruby into 
a division of his belt. The old woman watched the stone 
vanish with an expression of triumph on her grim face, 
then she cried exultingly: 

* Ah ! White Man, you have taken my pay, and now you 
are my servant to the end. He who swears upon the blood 
of Aca swears an oath indeed, and woe be to him if he 
should break it.' 

* Quite so,' answered Leonard ; ' I have taken your pay 
and I mean to earn it, so we need not enter into the matter 
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of the blood of Aca. It seems to me more probable thati 
our own blood will be iti question before all is said and done, I 
And now we bad better make ready to start.' 



CHAPTER VIII 



Food was their first consideration, and to provide it, Leonard' 
bade Otter cut the lump of raw meat into strips and 
them upon the rocks to dry in the broiling snn. Then 
they sorted their goods and selected such of tbera as they 
could carry. Alas ! tbey were but few. A blanket apiece 
— a spare pair of boots apiece — some calomel and sundries 
from the medicine-chest — a shot gun and the two best rifles 
and ammunition — a compass, a water bottle, three knives, 
a comb and a small iron cooking-pot made up the total — ■ 
a considerable weight for two men and a woman to dragr 
across mountains, untravelled plains and swamps. This 
baggage was divided into three loads, of which Soa'; 
the lightest and that of Otter weighed as much as the other' 
two put together. 

'It was nothing,' he said, 'he couldearry the three if need 
were ; ' and so great was the dwarf's strength that Leonard 
knew this to be no idle boast. 

At length all was prepared, and the articles that remained 
were buried in the cave together with the mining tools. It 
was not likely that they would ever return to seek them; 
more probably they will lie there till, thousands of years 
hence, thejf are dug np and become priceless relics of the 
Anglo-African age. Still they hid them on the chance, 
Leonard had melted the fruits of their mining into littlff 
ingots. In all there were about a hundred ounces of almost 
pure gold — the price of three men's lives ! Half of these 
ingots he placed with the ruby in the belt about his middle, 
and half he gave to Otter, who hid them in hia bundle. 
Leonard's first idea was to leave the bullion, because it en- 
tailed the carrying of extra weight; but he remembered in. 
time that gold is always useful, and nowhere more so than 
among Portuguese and Arab slave-drivers. 
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By evening everything was ready, and when the edge of 
the moon showed above the horizon, Leonard rose, and lift- 
ing his load, fastened it upon his shoulders with the loops 
of hide which had been prepared, Otter and Soa following 
his example. It was their plan to travel by night so long 
as the state of the moon served them, for thus they would 
escape the terrible heat and lessen the danger of being 
observed. 

'Follow me in a few minutes,' said Leonard to Otter, 
'you will find me by the donga.' 

The dwarf nodded. A quarter of an hour later he started 
also with Soa and found his master standing bare-headed by 
his brother's grave, taking a mute farewell of that which lay 
beneath before he left it for ever to its long sleep in the 
untrodden wilderness. It. was a melancholy parting, but 
there have been many such in the African fever belt. 

With one last look Leonard turned and joined his com- 
panions. Then, having taken counsel with them and with 
the compass, he set his face to the mountain and his heart 
to the new adventures, hopes and fears that were beyond it. 
The past was done with, it lay buried in yonder grave, but by 
the mercy of Grod he was still a man, living beneath the sun- 
light, and the future stretched away before him . What would 
it bring ? He cared little, experience had taught him the 
futility of anxieties as to the future. Perchance a grave like 
those which he had left, perchance wealth, love and honour. 
Whatever the event he would strive to meet it with patience, 
dignity and resignation. It was not his part to ask ques- 
tions or to reason why ; it was his part to struggle on and 
take such guerdon as it pleased Providence to send him. 

Thus thought Leonard, and this is the right spirit for an 
adventurer to cultivate. It is the right spirit in which to 
meet the good and ill of life — that greatest of adventures 
which every one of us must dare. He who meets them thus 
and holds his heart pure and his hands clean will lay him- 
self down to sleep without a sigh or a regret when moun- 
tain, swamp, river and forest all are travelled, and the 
unknown innumerable treasure, buried from the olden time 
far out of reach of man's sight and knowledge, at last is 
opened to his gaze. 

So Leonard started and his hopes were high, notwith- 
standing the desperate nature of their undertaking. For 
here it must be confessed that the undesirable element of 
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BuperBtition still held fast upon his mind, and now with 
some slight cause. Had not his brother spoken of wealth 
that he should win by the aid of a woman ? And had not 
a woman come to him, bearing In her hand a jewel which, 
if real, was iii itself worth a moderate fortune ; promising 
also, with the help of another woman, to lead him to a land 
where many such might be found ? Yea, these things were 
so, and it may be pardoned to Leonard il, setting aside the 
theory of coincidence, he began to believe that the end 
would be as the beginning had been, that the great adven- 
ture would be achieved and the wealth be won. 

We shall not need to follow the footsteps of Leonard 
Chitram and his companions day by day. For a week they 
travelled on, journeying mostly by night as they had pur- 
posed. They climbed mountains, they struggled through 
swamps and forests, they swam rivers. Indeed one of these 
was in Hood, and they never could have eroased it had it 
not been for Otter's powers of natation. Six times did the 
dwarf face the torreut, bearing their goods and guns held 
:above the water with one hand. On the seventh journey 
he was still more heavily weighted, for, with some as- 
sistance from Leonard, he must carry the woman Soa, who 
could swim but little. But he did it, and without any great 
fatigue. It was not until Otter was seen stemming a heavy 
current that his vast strength could be measured. Here, 
indeed, his stunted stature was a positive advantage, for it 
offered the less surface for the water to act upon. 

So they travelled forward, sometimes hungry, sometimes 
full of meat, and even of what were better, of milk and corn. 
For the country was not entirely deserted ; occasionally they 
came to scattered kraals, and were able to obtain provisions 
from their peaceful inhabitants in return for some such trifle 
as an empty cartridge case of brass. At first Leonard was 
afraid lest Soa should tire, but notwithstanding her years 
and the hardships and sufferings which she had undergone, 
she showed wonderful endurance — endurance so wonderful 
that he came to the conclusion that it was her spirit which 
supported the frailty of her body, and the ever-present desire 
to rescue one whom she loved as a surly dog sometimes loves 
"s master. However this might be she pushed forward with 

le rest, rarely speaking escept to urge them onwards. 

On the eighth night of their journey they halted upon the 
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crest of a high mountain. The moon had set, and it was 
impossible to go further ; moreover, they were weary with 
long marching. Wrapping themselves in their blankets — 
for here the air was piercingly cold — they lay down beneath 
the shelter of some bushes to sleep till dawn. It was Otter 
who woke them. * Look, Baas,' he said to Leonard, ' we have 
marched straight. There below us is the big river, and there 
far to the right is the sea.' 

They looked. Some miles from them, across the great 
plain of bush that merged gradually into swamp, lay that 
branch of the Zambesi which they would reach. They could 
not see it, indeed, for its face was hid by a dense cloak of soft 
white mist that covered it like a cloud. But there it was, 
won at last, and there away to the eastward shone the 
wide glitter of the sea, flecked with faint lines of broken 
billows whence the sun rose in glory. 

* See, Baas,' said Otter, when they had satisfied themselves 
with the beautiful sight, * yonder, some five hours' march 
from here, the mountains curve down to the edge of the 
river. Thither we must go, for it is on the further side of 
those hills that the great swamp lies where the Yellow Devil 
has his place. I know the spot well, I have passed it twice.' 

They rested till noonday ; but that night, before the moon 
rose, they stood on the curve of the mountain, close down to 
the water's edge. At length she came up, and showed them 
a wonderful scene of desolation. Beyond the curve of hills 
the mountains trended out again to the south, gradually 
growing lower till at last they melted into the sky-line. In 
the vast semi-circle thus formed ran the river, spotted with 
green islands, while between it and the high ground, over a 
space which varied from one mile at the narrowest to twenty 
miles in width at the broadest of the curve, was spread a 
huge and dismal swamp, marked by patches of stagnant 
water, clothed with reeds which grew to the height of small 
trees, and exhaling a stench as of the rottenness of ages. 
The loneliness of the place was dreadful, its waste and 
desolation were appalling. And yet it lived with a life of 
its own. Wild fowl flew in wedges from the sea to feed 
in its recesses, alligators and hippopotami splashed in the 
waters, bitterns boomed among the rushes, and from every 
pool and quagmire came the croaking of a thousand frogs. 

* Yonder runs the slave road, or yonder it once ran,' said 
•Otter, pointing to the foot of a hill. 
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'Let us go and see,' answered Leonard, 'we can follow 
for a while and camp.' 

They climbed down the hill. At its foot Otter east back- ■ 
warda and forwards amongst the bushes like a hound. Then I 
ho held up his hand and whistled. I 

' I thought so,' he said, as the others drew near, ' the path I 
is still the same. Look, Baas.' 

As he spoke he broke down the branches of a creeping 
bush with his strong foot. Among them lay the mouldering 
skeleton of a woman, and by her side that of a child. 

' Not long dead,' said Otter plilegmatically, ' perhaps two 
I weeks. Ah! the Yellow Devil leaves a apoor that all may 
follow.' 

Soa bent over the bones and examined them. ' One of Ma- 
voom's people,' she said j ' 1 know the fashion of the anklets.' 

Then they marched on for two hours or more, till at 
length they came to a spot where the trail ran to the 
of the water and stopped. 

' What now. Otter ? ' said Leonard. 

'Here the slaves are put on boats, Baas,' the (i 
answered. ' The boats should be hidden yonder,' an 
pointed to some thick reeds. 'There too they "weed the ] 
corn," killing out the weakly ones, that they may not be 
burdened with them. Let us go and look.' 

They went, Otter leading the way. Presently he halted. 
' The boats are gone,' he said, ' all except one canoe ; but | 
the " weeds " lie in a heap as of old.' 

He was right. Piled in a little open space lay the bodies 
of some thirty men, women and children recently dead. In 
other spaces close by were similar heaps, but these were of 
bleached bonea on which the moonlight shone brightly — 
mementoes of former sacrifices. Quite close to the first pile 
of dead was a mooring-place where at least a dozen flat- 
bottomed boats had been secured, for their impress could 
I yet be seen in the sand. Now they were gone with tiie 
y exception of the canoe, which was kept there, evidently to- j 
■ facilitate the loading and launching of the large boats. 

Nobody made any comment. The sight was beyond com- 
ment, but a fierce desire rose in Leonard's heart to come 
far* to face with this ' Yellow Devil,' who fattened on the 
blood and agony of helpless human beings, and to avenge 
I' them if he might. ' The light ia going, we must camp here I 
I till the morning,' be said after a while. 
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And there they camped in this Golgotha, this place of 
bones, every one of which cried to heaven for vengeance. 

The night wind swept over them whispering in the giant 
reeds, fashioning the mists into fantastic shapes i;hat threw 
strange shadows on the inky surface of the water as it crept 
slowly to the sea. From time to time the frogs broke into 
a sudden chorus of croaking, then grew silent again, the 
heron cried from afar as some alligator or river-horse dis- 
turbed its rest, and from high in air came the sound of the 
wings of wild-fowl that travelled to the ocean. But to 
Leonard's fancy all these various voices of nature were as 
one voice that spoke from the piles of skeletons gleaming 
faintly in the uncertain starlight and cried, * Oh ! God, how 
long shall iniquity have power on the earth! Oh! God, 
how long shall thy Hand be stayed ! ' 

The darkness passed, the sun shone out merrily and the 
travellers arose, brushed the night-dew from their hair and 
ate a scanty meal, for they must husband such food as they 
had with them. Then, as though by common consent, they 
went to the canoe, baled her out and started, Leonard and 
Otter using the paddles. 

Now it was that the dwarfs marvellous memory for 
locality came into play. Without him they could not have 
gone a mile, for their course ran through numberless lagoons 
and canals, cut by nature and the current in the dense banks 
of reeds. There was nothing to enable them to distinguish 
one of these canals from another ; in truth they all formed 
a portion of this mouth of the river. There were no land- 
marks to guide them, everywhere spread a sea of swamp 
diversified by rush-clothed islands, which to the inex- 
perienced eye presented few points of difference. This 
was the road that Otter led them on unfalteringly ; ten 
years had passed since he had travelled it, but he never 
even hesitated. Time upon time they came to new openings 
in the reeds leading this way and that. Then for a moment 
tlvB dwarf would consider, and lifting his hand, point out 
which water-way they should choose, and they followed it. 

Thus they went on for the most part of that day, till to- 
wards evening they reached a place where the particular canal 
that they were following suddenly divided itself into two, one 
branch running north and one in a southerly direction. 

^ Which way. Otter ? ^ asked Leonard. 
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Nay, Baas, I know uot. Tlie water has chauged ; there 
iwaa no land here, the cut went straight on.' 

This was a serious matter, for one false step in such a 
labyrinth meant that they would be lost utterly. Por long 
they debated which stream to take, and at last decided to 
try that on the left hand, which Otter thought ran more 
nearly in the true direction. They bad already started in 
pursuance of his advice, when Soa, who had remained 
silent hitherto, suggested that they should first go a little 
way down the right-hand stream on the chance of tinding a 
olue. Leonard demurred, but as the woman seemed bent 
ipon it, he yielded, and turning the boat they paddled her 
lonie three hundred yards in this new direction. As there 
was nothing to be seen, however, Otter began, to put her 
about again. 

Stay, White Man,' said Soa, who had been searching the 
surface of the water with her quick eyes, ' what is that thing 
yonder ? ' and she pointed to a clump of reeds about forty 
ijards away, among which some small white object was just 
.discern ible. 

Feathers I think,' Leonard answered, ' but we will go 
and see.' In another moment they were there. 

It is paper, Baas,' said Otter in a low voice, ' paper stuck 
on to a reed.' 

Lift it carefully,' answered Leonard in the same tone, 
for his anxiety was keen. How came it that they found 
paper fixed to a reed in such a place as this ? 

Otter obeyed, laying the sodden sheet on the thwart of 
the canoe before Leonard, who with Soa examined it closely. 
' This is a leaf from that holy book in which my mistress 
reads,' said the woman with conviction, ' I know the shape 
of it well. She has torn the paper out and fixed it on the 
reed as a sign to any who mignt come after her.' 

' It looks like it,' said Leonard ; ' that was a good thought 
: yours to turn up here, old lady.' Then he bent down 
id read such verses as were still legible on the page ; they 
,n thus : 
For he bath looked down from the height of his sanctu- 
■; from heaven did the Lord behold the earth. 
To hear the groaning of the prisoner; to loose those 
it are appointed to death ; ' 

The children of thy servants shall continue, and their 
leed shall be established before thee.' 
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* Hum ! ' said Leonard to himself, * the quotation seems 
very appropriate. If one had faith in omens now, a man 
might say that this was a good one.' And in his heart he 
believed it to be so. 

Another hour's journey brought them to the point of the 
island along which they had been travelling. 

* Ah,' said Otter, * now I know the path again. This is 
the right stream, that to the left must be a new one. Had 
we taken it we should have lost our way, and perhaps have 
found it no more for days, or not at all.' 

' Say, Otter,' said Leonard, ^ you escaped from this slave- 
camp. How did you do it, — in a boat ? ' 

* No, Baas. The Baas knows that I am strong, my Spirit 
who gave me ugliness gave me strength also to make up for 
it, and it is well, for had I been beautiful as you are, Baas, 
and not very strong, I should have been a slave now, or 
dead. With my chained hands I choked him who was set 
to watch me, and took his knife. Then by my strength I 
broke the irons — see. Baas, here are the scars of them to 
this day. When I broke them they cut into my flesh, but 
they were old irons that had been on many slaves, so I 
mastered them. Then as others came to kill me I threw 
myself into the water and dived, and they never saw me 
more. Afterwards I swam all this way, resting from time 
to time on the islands and from time to time running along 
the shore where the reeds were not too thick, till at length 
I escaped into the open country. I travelled four days to 
reach it, and most of that time I was in the water.' 

* And what did you. feed on ? ' 

* Hoots and the eggs of birds.' 

* And did not the alligators try to eat you ? ' 

* Yes, one. Baas, but I am quick in the water. I got upon 
the water snake's back — ah ! my Spirit was with me then 
— and I drove the knife through his eye into his brain. 
Then I smeared myself over with his blood and after that 
they did not touch me, for they knew the smell and 
thought that I was their brother.' 

'Say, Otter, are you not afraid of going back to this 
place ? ' 

* Somewhat, Baas, for there is that hell of which you 
white people talk. But where the Baas goes there I can 

f> also ; Otter will not linger while you run. Also, Baas, 
am not brave, no, no, yet I would look upon that Yellow 
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myself must die to do it, anil kill him \ 
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Devil again, 
with these i; 

And the dwarf di'opped the paddle screainiug ' Kill him I 1 
Iriil him ! kill him ! ' so loudly that the hirds rose in affright 
from the maishes. 

'Be quiet,' said Leonard angrily, 'do you want to bring 
the Arabs on us ? ' 

But to himself he thought that he should be sorry for 
Pereira, alias the ' Yellow Devil,' if onee Otter found a 
chauce to fiy at his thioat. 



CHAPTER IX 

THE YELLOW DBVIl'S NEST 

Sundown came, and, as on the previous night, the three 
travellers camped upon an island waiting for the moon to 
rise. They had caught two flapper-ducks in some weeds 
and there was a talk of lighting a tire to cook them by. 
Finally Leonard negatived this idea. 'It is dangerous,' he 
said, ' for fires can be seen from afar.' So they made e 
wretched meal ofE a little dried meat and some raw duck's 
eggs. 

It was fortunate that his caution prevailed, since, as 
the twilight was dying into dark, they heard the stroke 
of paddles and made out the shapes of canoes passing 
them. There were several canoes, each of which towed 
something behind it, and the men in them shouted to one 
another from time to time, now in Portuguese and now in 
Arabic. 

' Lie still, lie still,' whispered Otter, ' these are the slave- 
men taking back the big boats.' 

Leonard and Soa followed his advice to the letter, and 
the slavers, paddling laboriously up stream, passed within 
thirty feet of where they crouched in the rushes. 

' Give way, comrades,' caUed on6 man to the captain of 
the next canoe, 'the landing-place is near and there is rum 
for those who earn it.' 

' I hope that they will not stop here,' said Leonard be- 
neath Ms breath. 
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* Hist ! ' answered Otter, - 1 hear them landing.' 

He was right, the party had disembarked about two hun- 
dred yards away. Presently they heard them collecting 
reeds for burning, and in ten minutes more two bright 
tongues of flame showed that they had lit their fires. 

* We had better get out of this,' said Leonard ; * if they 
discover us — ^ 

* They will not discover us, Baas, if we lie still,' answered 
Otter ; * let us wait a while, I have another plan. Listen, 
Baas.' And he whispered in his ear. 

So they waited. From the fires below them came the sound 
of men eating and drinking — especially drinking. An hour 
passed and Leonard rose, followed by Otter, who said ; 

* I will come too, Baas, I can move like a cat.' 

* Where are you going. White Man ? ' asked Soa. 

' I am going to spy upon those men. I understand Portu- 
guese, and wish to hear what they say. Otter, take your 
knife and revolver, but no gun.' 

* Good,' said the woman, * but be careful. They are very 
clever.' 

* Yes, yes,' put in Otter, ^ but the Baas is clever also, and 
I — I am clever. Do not fear for us, mother.' 

Then they started, creeping cautiously through the reeds. 
When they were within twenty yards of the fires, Leonard 
missed his footing and fell into a pool of water with a 
splash. Some of the slave-dealers heard the noise and 
sprang to their feet. Instantly Otter grunted in exact 
imitation of a hippopotamus-calf. 

* A sea-cow,' said a man in Portuguese. * She won't hurt 
us. The fire will frighten her.' 

Leonard and Otter waited a while, then crept to a clump 
of reeds whence they could hear every word that was spoken. 
The men round the fire numbered twenty-two. One, their 
leader, appeared to be a pure-bred Portugee, some of the 
others were Bastards and the rest Arabs. They were drink- 
ing rum and water out of tin pannikins — a great deal of 
rum and very little water. Many of them seemed half- 
drunk already, at any rate their tongues were loosened. 

'May a curse fall upon our father, the Devil,' said one, 
a half-breed, 'why did he take it into his head to send 
us back with the boats just now ? We shall miss the fun.' 

* What fun ? ' answered the leader of the party. ' They 
won't cage the birds for another three or four days ; the 
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dhowB are not ready, and there is Uilk of an English cruiser 
— may she sink to hell ! — liaoging about outside the river 
mouth.' 

' No, not that,' said the man who had spoken first, ' there 
is not much sport in driving a lot of stinking niggers on to 
a dhow. I mean the auction of the white girl, the English 
trader's daughter, whom we caught up the river yonder. 
There's a beauty for some lucky dog — I never saw such a 
one. What eyes she luta, and what a spirit; why, most of 
the little dears would have cried themselves blind by now.' 

'You needn't think about her,' sneered his lesider, 'she 
will go too dear for the likes of you ; besides it la foolish 
to spend so much on one girl, white or black. When is ' 
auction ? ' 

'It was to have been the night before the dhows sail, but 
now the Devil says it shall be to-morrow night. I will tell 
you why — he is afraid of her. He thinks that she will 
bring misfortune to him, and wants to be rid of her. j 
he is a wag, is the old man — he loves a joke, he does. 
" All men are brothers," he said yesterday, " white or black ; 
therefore all women are sisters." So he is going to sellher 
like a nigger girl. What is good enough for them is good 
enough for her. Ha ! Ha ! pass the rum, brother, pass the 
rum.' 

' Perhaps he will put it off and we may be back in time, 
after all, ' said the captain, ' Anyhow, here is a health to her, 
the love. By the way, did some of you think to ask the 
password before we left this morning ? I forgot to do so 
myself.' 

'Yes,' said a Bastard, 'the old word, "the Devil."' 

' There is none better, comrades, none better,' hiccoughed 
the leader. 

Then for an hour or more their talk went on — partly 
about Juanna, partly about other things. As they grew 
more drunk, the conversation became more and more re- 
volting, till Leonard could scarcely listen to it and lie still. 
At length it died away, aud one by one the men sank into a 
Bound and sudden sleep. They did not set a sentry, for 
here on the island they had no fear of foes. 

Then Otter rose upon his hands and knees and Ins face 
looked fierce in the faint light. 

'Baas,' he whispered, 'shall we — ' and he drew his hand 
across his throat. 
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Leonard thought awhile. His rage was deep, and yet he 
shrank from the slaughter of sleeping men, however wicked. 
Besides, could it be done without noise? Some of them 
would wake — fear would sober them, and they were 
many. 

*No,' he whispered back. ^Follow me, we will cut loose 
the boats.' 

'Good, good,' said Otter. 

Then, stealthily as snakes, they crept some thirty yards 
to where the boats were tied to a low tree — three canoes 
and five large flat-bottomed punts, containing the arms and 
provisions of the slave-dealers. Drawing their knives they 
cut these loose. A gentle push set them moving, then the 
current caught them and slowly they floated away into the 
night. 

This done they crawled back again. Their path took 
them within five paces of where that half-breed rufiian lay 
who had begun the talk to which they had listened. Leonard 
looked at him and turned to creep away ; already Otter was 
five paces ahead, when suddenly the edge of the moon 
showed for the first time and its light fell full upon the 
slaver's face. The sleeping man awoke, sat up, and saw 
them. 

Now Leonard dared not hesitate or they were lost. Like 
a tiger he sprang at the man's throat and had grasped it in 
his hand before he could even cry aloud. Then came a strug- 
gle short and sharp, and a knife flashed. Before Otter 
could get back to his side it was done — so swiftly and so 
silently that none of the band had wakened, though one or 
two of them stirred and muttered in their heavy sleep. 

Leonard sprang up unhurt, and together they ran, rather 
than walked, back to the spot where they had left Soa. 

She was watching for them, and pointing to Leonard's 
coat, asked, ' How many ? ' 

* One,' answered Otter. 

' I would it had been all,' Soa muttered fiercely, ' but you 
are only two.' 

* Quick,' said Leonard, ' into the canoe with you. They 
will be after" us presently.' 

In another minute they had pushed off and were clear of 
the island, which was not more than a quarter of a mile long. 
They paddled across the river, which at this spot ran rapidly 
and had a width of some eight hundred yards, so as to hide 
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in the sbadow of the opposite bank. When they reai 

it Otter rested on hia paxidles and gave vent to a anppreased 

chuckle, which was his nearest approach to laughter. 

' Why do you laugh, Black One ? ' asked Soa. 

' Look yonder,' he answered, and he pointed to some speeka 
on the surface of the river which were fast vanishing in ttie 
distance. ' Yonder go the boats of the slave-dealers, and ■ 
in them are their arms and food. We cut them loose, the 
Baas and I. There on the island sleep two-and-twenty meu 
— all save one : there they sleep, and when they wake what 
will they find ? They wUl find themselves on a little isle 
in the middle of great waters, into which, even if they 
could, they wiU not dare to swim because of the alligators. 
They can get no food on the island, for they have no guns, 
and ducks do not stop to be caught, but outside the alliga- 
tors will wait in hundreds to catch them. By-and-by they 
will grow hungry — they will shout and yell, bat none will 
hear them — then they will become mad and, falling on each 
other, they will eat each other and die miserably one by one. 
Some will take to the water, those will drown or be caught 
by the aUigatore, and so it shall go on till they are all dead, 
every one of them, dead, dead, dead!' and again Otter 
chuckled, 

Leonard did not reprove him ; with the talk of these 
wretches yet echoing in his ears he could feel little pity for 
the horrible fate which would certainly overtake them. 

Hark ! a faint sound stole across the quiet waters, a sound 
which grew into a clamour of fear and rage. The slavers 
had awakened, they had found the dead man in their midst 
mysteriously slain by an invisible foe. And now the clamour 
gathered to a yell, for they had learned that their boats 
were gone and that they were trapped. 

From their shelter on the other aide of the river, as they 
dropped leisurely down the stream, Leonard and Otter could 
catch distant glimpses of the frantic men rushing to and fro 
in the bright moonlight and seeking for their boats. But 
the boats had departed to return no more. By degrees the 
clamour lessened behind them, till at last it died away 
swallowed in the silence of the night. 

Then Leonard told Soa what he had heard by the slaver's 
fire. 

' How far is the road, Blaet One ? ' she asked when he had 
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• By Bundomi tu-iiittrrow we sliall be at the Yellow Devil's 
!' answered Otter. 

3 houra later tliey overtook the boats which they had 
out adrift. Most of them were tied together and they floated 
peacefully iu a group, 

' We had better scuttle them,' said Leonard. 
'No, Baas,' answered Otter, 'if we escape we may want 
'n. Yonder is the place where we must laud,' and 
^ pointed to a distant tongue of marsh. ' Let ua go with 
B boats there and make them fast, l^erhaps we may find 
od iu them, and we need food.' 

- The advice was good and they followed it. Keeping 

alongside of the punts and directing them, when necessary, 

_with a push of the paddles, they reached the jxiint just as 

~" ! dawn was breaking. Here in a sheltered bay they 

& mooring-p]aee to which they fastened all the boats 

ropes that hung ready. Then they searched the 

« and to their joy discovered food in plenty, including 

i meat, spirits, biscuits, bread, and some oranges and 

as. Only those who have been forced to do without 

ceous food for days or weeks will know what this abun- 

e meant to them. Leonard thought that he had never 

fen a more delicious meal, or drunk anything so good as 

e Piim and water with which they washed it down. 

'"^ey found other things also : rifles, cutlasses and aramu- 

m, and, better than all, a chest of clothes which had 

ently belonged to the officer or officers of the party. 

3 auit was a kind of uniform plentifully adorned with 

1 lace, having tall boots and a broad felt hat with a 

te ostrich feather in it to match. Also there were some 

X Arab gowns and turbans, the gala clothes of the slave- 

Blers, which they took with them in order to appear smart 

" sir return. 

t the moat valuable find of all was a leather ba^ in 

ireeches of the uniform, containing the sum of the 

it gains of the leader of the party, whieh he had pre- 

red to keep in his own company even on his travels. 

[1 examination this bag was found to hold something over 

jinndred English sovereigns and a dozen or fifteen pieces 

■ Portuguese gold. 

n'TIow, Baas,' said Otter, 'this is my word, that we put on 
a clothes,' 
' What for ? ' asked Leonard. 
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For this reasou : tUat should we be seen by the slaves 
traders they will thiuk us of their brethren.' 

The advantages of the step were so obvious that they 
immediately adopted it. Thus disguised, with a silk sash 
round his middle and a pistol stuck in it, Leonard might 
well have been mistaken for the most ferocious of slave- 
trade ra. 

Otter too looked sufftciently strange, robed as an Arab 
and wearing a turban. Being a dwarf, the difBciilty was 
that all the dresses proved too long for liiin. Finally it 
was found necessary to cut one down by the primitive 
process of laying it ou a block of wood and chopping 
through it with a sabre. 

When this change of garments had been effected, and 
their own clothes with the spare arms were hidden away iu 
the rushes on the somewhat reiuote chance that they might 
be useful hereafter, they prepared for a start on foot across 
the marshes. By an afterthought Leonard fetched the 
bag of gold and put it io his pocket. He felt few scruples 
iu availing himself of the money of the slave-driver, not 
for his own use indeed, but because it might help their 
enterprise. 

Now their road ran along mai-shes and by secret paths 
that none save those who had travelled them could have 
found. But Otter had not forgotten. On they went 
through the broiling heat o£ the day, since linger they 
dared not. They met no living man on their path, though 
here aud tliere they found the body of some wretched slave, 
whose corpse had been cast into the reeds by the road-side. 
But the road had been trodden, and recently, by many feet, 
among which were the tracks of two mules or donkeys. 

At last, about an hour before sunset, they came to the 
home of the Yellow Devil. The Nest was placed thus. It 
stood upon an island having an area of ten or twelve acres. 
Of this, however, only about four and a half acres were 
available for a living space ; the rest was a morass hidden 
by a growth of very tall reeds, which morass, starting from 
a great lagoon on the northern and eastern sides, ran up 
to the low enclosure of the buildings that, on these fa^es, 
were considered to be sufficiently defended by the swamp 
and the wide waters beyond. On the southern and western 
aspects of the camp matters were different, for here the 
place was strongly fortified both by art and nature. Firstly, 
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a canal ran round these two faces, not very wide or deep 
indeed, but impassable except in boats, owing to the soft 
mud at its bottom. On the further side, of this canal an 
earthwork had been constructed, having its -crest stoutly 
palisaded and its steep sides planted with a natural defence 
of aloes and prickly-pears. 

So much for the exterior of the spot. Its interior was 
divided into three principal enclosures. Of these three the 
easternmost was the site of the Nest itself, a long low 
thatched building of wood, in front and to the west of 
which there was an open space or courtyard, with a 
hard floor. Herein were but two buildings, a shed sup- 
ported on posts and open from the eaves to the ground, 
where sales of slaves were carried on, and further to 
the north, almost continuous with the line of the Nest 
itself, but separate from it, a small erection, very strongly 
built of brick and stone, and having a roof made from the 
tin linings of ammunition and other cases. This was a 
magazine. All round this enclosure stood rows of straw 
huts of a native build, evidently occupied as a camp by the 
Arabs and half-breed slave-traders of the baser sort. 

The second enclosure, which was to the west of the 
Nest, comprised the slave camp. It may have covered an 
acre of ground, and the only buildings in it were four low 
sheds similar in every respect to that where the slaves 
were sold, only much longer. Here the captives lay pick- 
eted in rows to iron bars which ran the length of the 
sheds, and were fixed into the ground at either end. This 
camp was separated from the Nest enclosure by a deep 
canal, thirty feet in width and spanned at one point by a 
slender and primitive drawbridge that led across the canal 
to the gate of the camp. Also it was protected on the Nest 
side by a low wall, and on the slave-camp side by an earth- 
work, planted as usual with prickly-pears. On this earth- 
work near the gate and little guard-house a six-pounder 
cannon was mounted, the muzzle of which frowned down 
upon the slave camp, a visible warning to its occupants of 
the fate that awaited the froward. Indeed, all the defences 
of this part of the island were devised as safeguards against 
a possible emeute of the slaves, and also to provide a second 
line of fortifications should the Nest itself chance to be 
taken by an enemy. 

Beyond the slave camp lay the garden, that could only 
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I 'be approached through it This also was fortified by water 
I and earthworks, but not so strongly. 

I Such is a brief description of what was in those days the 
I strongest slave-hold in Africa. 



CHAPTEE X 



The road which Leonard and his companions were following 
led them to the edge of the main and southernmost canal, 
debouching exactly opposite the water-gate that gave access 
to the Keat. But Otter did not venture to guide them to 
this point, for there they would be seen by the sentries, and, 
notwithstanding their masquerade dress, awkward questions 
might be asked which they could uot answer. Therefore 
when they had arrived within five huudred yards of the gate, 
he struck off to the left into the thick bush that clothed the 
hither side of the canal. Thi-ough this they crawled as best 
they might till finally they halted near the water's edge, 
almost opposite to the south-west angle of the slave camp, 
and under the shadow of a dense clump of willows, 

'See, Baas,' said the dwarf in a low voice, 'the Journey is 
accomplished and I have brought you straight. Yonder is 
the house of the Yellow Devil — now it remains only to 
take it, or to rescue the maiden from it.' 

Leonard looked at the place in dismay. How was it pos- 
sible that they — two men and a woman — could capture 
this fortified camp, filled as it was with scores of the most 
wicked desperadoes in Africa ? How was it possible even 
that they could obtain access to it ? Viewed from far off, 
the thing had seemed small — to be done somehow. But 
now ! And yet they must do something or all their labour 
would be in vain, and the poor girl they came to rescue 
must be handed over to her shameful fate, or, if she chose 
it in preference and could compass the deed, to self-murder. 

' How .on earth ? ' said Leonard aloud, then added, ' Well, 
Otter, I can tell you one thing. 1 have come a long way on 
this business, and I am not going to turn my back to it 
now. I have never yet turned my back on a venture, and I 
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will not begin with this, though I daresay that my death 
lies in it.' 

* It is all in the hand of to-morrow/ answered Otter ; * but 
it is time that we made a plan, for the night draws on. 
Now, Baas^ here is a thick tree shaded by other trees. 
Shall we climb it and look down into the camp ? ' 

Leonard nodded, and climbing the tree with ease, they 
peeped down through the leafiest of its boughs. All the 
camp lay beneath them like a map, and Otter, clinging 
monkey-wise to a branch, pointed out its details to Leonard. 
He had been a prisoner there, and the memories of prisoners 
are long. 

The place was peopled by numbers of men in strange 
costumes, and of different nationalities ; dealers in ^ black 
ivory' of various degree. Perhaps there may have been 
more than a hundred of them. Some were strolling about 
in knots smoking and talking, some were gambling, others 
were going on their business. One group — captains, to 
judge from the richness of their attire — were standing 
round the arms-house and peeping through a grating in the 
wall, which they reached by sitting upon each other's 
shoulders. This amusement lasted them for some time, 
till at length a man, of whom at that distance they could see 
only that he was old and stout, came and drove them away, 
and they broke up laughing. 

* That is the Yellow Devil,' said Otter, * and those men 
were looking at the maid who is called the Shepherdess. 
She is locked up there until the hour comes for her to be 
sold. They will be the bidders.' 

Leonard made no reply, he was studying the place. Pre- 
sently a drum was beaten and men appeared carrying large 
tin pails of smoking stuff. 

* Yonder is the food for the slaves,' said Otter again. 
^ See, they are going to feed them.' 

The men with the pails, accompanied by some of the 
officers having sjamhochs or hide whips in their hands, 
advanced across the open space till they came to the moat 
which separated the slave camp from the Nest, whence they 
called to the sentry on the embankment to let down the 
drawbridge. He obeyed and they crossed. Each man with 
a bucket was followed by another who bore a wooden spoon, 
while a third behind them carried water in a large gourd. 
Having come to the first of the open sheds they began their 
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lunds, the man with the wooden spoon ladling out portions 

' the stiff porridge and throwing it down npon the ground 
'feefore each slave in turn as food is thrown to a dog. Then 
the Arab with the gourd poured water into wooden bowls, 
that the captives might drink. 

Presently there was a halt and the officers gathered 
together to discuss something. 

' A slave is sick,' said Otter, 

The knot separated, but a big white man with a hippo- 
potamus-hide whip began to strike at a dark thing 
ground which did not seem to move. 

The man ceased beating and called aloud. Then two of 
the Arabs went to the little guai-d-honse that was by the 
drawbridge and brought tools with which they loosed the 
fetters on the limbs of the poor creature — apparently a 
woman — thus freeing her from the long iron bar. This 
done, some of the officers sauntering after thera, they 
dragged the Ijody to the high enclosure of earth and up a 
short ladder bavitig a wooden platform at the top of it, 
that overhung the deep canal below. 

'This is how the Yellow Devil buries his dead and cures 
his sick,' said Otter. 

' I have seen enough,' answered Leonard, and beftan to 
descend the tree hastily, an example which Otter followed 
witli more composure, 

'Ah! Baas,' he said when they reached the ground, 'yon 
are but a chicken. The hearts of those that have dwelt in 
slave camps are strong, and, after all, better the belly of a 
fish than the hold of a slave dhow. Wow/ who do these 
things ? Is it not the white men, your brothers, and do 
thejr not say many prayei-s to the Great Man up in the sky 
while they do them ? ' 

' Be still,' said Leonard, ' and give me some brandy.' He 
was in no mood to discuss the blessings of civilisation as 
they have often been put into practice in Africa. And to 
think that this fate might soon be his own ! 

Leonard drauk the brandy and sat awhile in silence, 
pushing up his beard with his band and gating into the 
gathering gloom with bis hawk-like eyes. Thus he had sat 
beside his dying brother's bed; it was a pose that he 
adopted unconsciously when lost in thought. 

' Come, Soa,' he said at length, ' we have travelled here 
to please you, now give us 'the .benefit of your i 
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tions. How are we going to get your mistress out of that 
camp ? ' 

< Loose the slaves and let them kill their masters,' Soa 
answered laconically. 

* I doubt there is not much pluck in slaves/ said Leonard. 

* There should be fifty of Mavoom's men there/ she 
replied, 'and they will fight well enough if they have 
arms.' 

Then Leonard looked at Otter, seeking further ideas. 

* My snake puts it into my head,' said the dwarf, * that 
fire is a good friend when men are few and foes many ; also 
that the reeds yonder are dry, and the sea wind rises and 
will blow hard before midnight. Moreover all these houses 
are thatched, and in a wind fire jumps. But can a regi- 
ment have two generals ? You are our captain. Baas ; 
speak and we will do your bidding. Here one counsel 
is as good as another. Let fate speak through your 
mouth.' 

* Very well,' said Leonard. ' This is my plan ; it goes a 
little further than yours, that is all. We must gain en- 
trance to the Nest while it is still dark, before the moon 
rises. I know the watchword, " Devil,'' and disguised as 
we are, perhaps the sentry will let us pass unquestioned. 
If not, we must kill him, and silently.' 

* Good,' said Otter, * but how about the woman here ? ' 

* We will leave her hidden in the bush, she could be of 
no help in the camp and might hinder us.' 

* No, White Man,' broke in Soa, * where you go, I go also ; 
moreover my mistress is yonder and I would seek her.' 

* As you like,' answered Leonard, then went on : 'we 
must get between the hut, there is only one, and the low 
wall that borders the canal separating the Nest from the 
slave camp, and, if the drawbridge is up and no other 
means can be found, we must swim the dike, dispose of the 
sentry there also and gain the slave camp. Then we must 
try to free some of the slaves and send them round through 
the garden into the morass to fire the reeds, should the 
wind blow strong enough. Meanwhile I propose to walk 
boldly into the camp, salute Pereira, pass myself off as a 
slaver with a dhow at the mouth of the river and say that 
I have come to buy slaves, and above all to bid for the 
white girl. Luckily we have a good deal of gold. That is 
my plMi so far as it goes, the rest we must leave to chance. 
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'J£ I can buj; the Shepherdess I will. If not, I must try to 
l;get her off in some other way.' 

' So be it, Baas, and now let us eat, for we shall need all 
onr strength to-night. Then we will go down to the land- 
ing-place and take our chance.' 

They ate of the food they had with them and drank spar- 
ingly of the slave-dealers' brandy, saying little the while, 
for the shadow of what was to come lay upon them. Even 
the phlegmatic and fatalistic Otter was depressed, perhaps 
because of the associations of the place, which, for him, 
were painful, perhaps because of the magnitude of their 
undertaking. Never had he known such a tale, never had 
he seen such an adventure as this — that two men and an 
old woman should attack an armed camp. Indeed, although 
he was not acquainted with the saying, Otter's feelings 
would have been correctly summed up in the well-known 
phraee, ' CPest nirtgn\fique, rtialscen' est pas la guerre.' 

As yet the night was intensely dark and its gloom did 
not tend to improve their spirits ; also, as Otter had pre- 
dicted, the wind was rising and soughed through the reeds 
and willows in melancholy notes. 

So the time passed till it was nine o'clock. 

' We must move down to the landing-place,' said Leonard ; 
'there will soon be some light, enough for us to work by.' 

Then Otter took the lead and slowly, step by step, they 
crept back to the road and followed it down the shore of 
the canal opposite the water-gate. Here was a place where 
boats and canoes were tied, both for convenience in cross- 
ing the canat to and from the camp and for the use of the 
slave-dealers when they passed to the secret harbour six 
miles away, where the dhowa embarked their cargoes. 

They waited a while. From the Nest came the sound 
of revelry and from the slave camp there rose other sounds, 
the voice of groaning broken by an occasional wail wrung 
out of the misery of some lost creature who lay there in tor- 
ment. Gradually the sky brightened a little. 

' Perhaps we had better be making a start,' said Leonard, 
' there is a canoe which will serve our turn.' 

Before the words were out of bis mouth they heard the 
splash of oars, and a boat crept past them and made fast to 
the water-gate twenty yards away. 

' Who goes there ? ' came the challenge of the sentry in 
Portuguese. ' Speak quick or I hre.' 



LEONARD MAKES A PLAN 73 

* Don't be in such a hurry with your rifle, fool/ answered 
a coarse voice. * The very best of friends goes here. An 
honest trader called Xavier who comes from his plantation 
on the coast to tell you all good news.' 

* Pardon, Senor,' said the sentry, ^ but how was a man to 
see in the dark, big as you are ? What is the news then ? 
Are the dhows in sight ? ' 

* Come down and help us to tie up this cursed boat and I 
will tell you. You know where the post is, and we can't 
find it.' 

The sentry obeyed with alacrity and the man called 
Xavier went on : ' Yes, the dhows are in sight, but I don't 
think that they will get in to-night because of this wind, 
so you may look for a busy day to-morrow loading up 
the blackbirds. One is in by the way — a small one from 
Madagascar. The captain is a stranger, a big French- 
man named Pierre, or he may be an Englishman for any- 
thing I know. I hailed him and found that he is all right, 
but I did n't see him. However, I sent him a note to tell 
him that there was fun on here to-night, which was gener- 
ous of me, as he may be a rival bidder.' 

' Is he coming, Senor ? I ask because, if so, I must look 
out for him.' 

' I don't know : he answered that he would if he could. 
But how is the English girl ? She is to be put up to-night, 
is n't she ? ' 

* Oh, yes, Senor, there will be a great to-do at twelve, 
when the moon is high. So soon as she has been bought, 
the priest Francisco is to marry her to the lucky man, there 
and then. The old fellow insists on it ; he has grown super- 
stitious about the girl and says she shall be properly 
married.' 

Xavier laughed aloud, * Has he now ? He is getting into 
his dotage. Well, what does it matter ? We have a good 
law of divorce in these parts, friend. I am going in for ' 
that girl ; if I give a hundred ounces for her I will buy her, 
and I have brought the gold with me.' 

*A hundred ounces for one girl! It is a large sum, 
Sefior, but you are rich. Not like us poor devils who get 
all the risk and little profit.' 

By this time the men had finished tying up the boat and 
taking some baggage or provisions out of her, Leonard 
could not see which. Then Xavier and the sentry went up 
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the Bteps together, followed by the two hoatmen, and the 
gates were shut hehind them. 

' Well,' whispered Leonard, ' we have learnt something 
at any rate. Now, Otter, I am Pierre the French slave- 
trader from Madagascar, and, understand, you are my ser- 
vant ; as for Soa, she is the guide, or interpreter, or any- 
one yoQ like. We must pass the gates, hut the real Pierre 
must never pass them. There must be no sentry to let him 
in. Do you think, that you can manage it. Otter, or must I ? ' 

' It comes into my head, Baas, that we may learn a lesson 
from this Xavier. I might forget something in the canoe, 
and the sentry might lielp me to find it after you have 
passed the gates. For the rest I am quick and strong and 
silent.' 

'Quick and strong and silent you must be. A noise, and 
all is lost.' 

Then they crept to the canoe which they had selected 
and loosened her. They embarked and Otter took the 
paddle. First he let her float gently down stream and 
under cover of the shore for a distance of about fifty yards. 
Then he pat about and the play began. 

' Now, you fool, where are you paddling to ? ' said 
Leonard in a loud voice to Otter, speaking in the bastard 
Arabic which passes current for a language on this coast. 
' You will have us into the bank I tell you. Curse this 
wind and the darkness ! Steady now, you ugly black dog, 
those must be the gates the letter told of — are they not, 
woman ? Hold ou with the boathook, can't you ? ' 

A wicket in the gate above rattled and the voice of the 
sentry challenged them. 

' A friend — a friend ! ' answered Leonard in Portuguese ; 
'one who is a stranger and would pay his respects to your 
leader, Bom Antonio Pereira, with a view to business.' 

' What is your name ? ' asked the guard suspiciously. 

' Pierre is my name. Dog is the name of the dwarf my 
servant, and as for the old woman, you can call her anything 
you like.' 

'The password,' said the sentry, 'none come in here 
without the word.' 

' The word — Ah ! what did the Dom Xavier say it was 
in his letter ? " Fiend! " No, I have it, " Devil " is the 

' Where do you hail from ? ' 
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* From Madagascar, where the goods you have to supply 
are in some demand just now. Come, let us in, we don't 
want to sit here all night and miss the fun.' 

The man began to unbar the door, and stopped, struck by 
a fresh doubt. 

* You are not of our people,' he said, * you speak Portu- 
guese like a cursed Englishman.' 

* No, I should hope not ; I am a " cursed Englishman," 
that is half — son of an English lord and a French Creole, 
bom in the Mauritius at your service, and let me ask you to 
be a little more civil, for cross-bred dogs are fierce.' 

Now at length the sentry opened one side of the gate^ 
grumbling, and Leonard swaggered up the steps followed by 
the other two. Already they were through it, when sud- 
denly he turned and struck Otter in the face. 

* Why, Dog,' he said angrily, * you have forgotten to bring 
up the keg of brandy, my little present for the Dom. Go 
and fetch it. Quick, now.' 

* Pardon, Chief,' answered Otter, *but I am a small man 
and the keg is heavy for me alone — if you will deign to help 
me, for the old woman is too weak.' 

^ Do you take me for a porter that I should roll kegs of 
cognac up steps ? Here, my friend,' he went on addressing 
the sentry, * if you wish to earn a little present and a drink, 
perhaps you will give this fellow a hand with the cask. 
There is a spigot in it and you can try the quality after- 
wards.' 

* Right, Senor,' said the man briskly, and led the way down 
the steps. 

A look of dreadful intelligence passed between the dwarf 
and his master. Then Otter followed, his hand upon the 
hilt of the Arab sabre which he wore, while Leonard and Soa 
waited above. They heard the man's heavily booted feet 
going down the steps followed by Otter's naked footfall. 

* Where is your keg ? I don't see it,' said the sentry 
presently. 

* Lean over, Sefior, lean over,' answered Otter, * it is in the 
stern of the canoe, let me help you.' 

There was a moment's pause, to the listeners it seemed 
hours. Then came the sound of a blow and a heavy splash. 
They hearkened on, but nothing more was to be heard except 
the beating of their hearts and the distant noise of revelry 
from the camp. 
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Tliree seconds passed and Otter stood beaide them. In 
I the dim light Leonard could see that hia eyes stared wide 
L and his nostrils twitched. 

'Quick was the blow, strong was the blow, silent is the 
I anan for ever,' whispered Otter. ' So the Baas commanded, 
D it is.' 



CHAPTER XI 



THAT HEBO OTTEB 

'Help me to secure the gate,' said Leonard presently. 

In another minute the great iron bar had been dropped ' 
into its place, and Leonard withdrew the key and put it ii 
his pocket. 

' Why do you secure the door, Baas ? ' whispered Otter. 
' To keep the real Pierre out, in case he should come this 
' way. Two Pierrea would be one too many at this game. 
Now we must win or perish.' 

Then they crept along the embankment till they gained 
the shelter of the hut or barrack-shed which stood with its 
back to the dike that aepai-ated the Neat from the slave camp. 
Happily none saw them, and there were no dogs in the place, 
Doga make a noise at inconvenient times, therefore slave- 
defers do not love them. 

The end of the shed behind which they were crouch- ' 
ing was situated some eight or ten paces from the draw- 
I bridge, that formed the only path of entry to the slave 
I camp, 

' Baas,' said Otter, ' let me go forward and look, my eyes ' 
ire the eyes of a cat, I can see in the dark. Perhaps the 
iridge is down.' 

Without waiting for an answer, he crept forward on his 
hands and knees so quietly that they could scarcely hear 
a movement. Notwithstanding his white dress, there was 
little chance of his being seen, for the shadow of the shed 
was dense and a fringe of rushes grew along the edge of the 
L dike. 

Five minutes passed — ten minutes passed, and Otter did 
jot return. Leonard's anxiety grew very keen. 
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Th';u a small black object pcojected itself towards the 
feet oi tb;e eeatcf . 
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* Let us go and see what has happened, mother/ he whis- 
pered to Soa. 

They crept along to the end of the shed. Within a yard 
of it they discovered the arms and clothes of Otter. But 
Otter. Where was he ? 

< The Black One has deserted us/ said Soa beneath her 
breath. 

' Never ! ' answered Leonard. 

By now the clouds were breaking before the wind, which 
was rising steadily, and some stars shone out, giving a little 
light. The dike lay deep between its ]janks and was not 
more than twenty feet in width, so that ae air did not ruffle 
it ; moreover, as any observer of nature will have noticed, 
the surface of still water is never quite dark, even on much 
blacker nights than this. 

Why had Otter taken off his clothes, Leonard wondered ? 
Evidently that he might go into the water. And what could 
he want to go into the water for, unless it was that his heart 
failed him and, as Soa suggested, he had deserted ? But 
this was impossible, for he knew well that the dwarf would 
die first. In his great perplexity Leonard stared at the diKe. 
Now he could see that on its further side rose a flight of 
wooden steps, protected at the top by gates, and that a man 
was seated on the lowest step, with a rifle beside him, his 
feet hanging down to within a few inches of the surface of 
the dike. It must be the sentry. 

Next instant Leonard saw something else. Beneath the 
feet of the man a ripple grew on the face of the deep water 
and something gleamed in the ripple like to the flash of 
steel. Then a small black object projected itself towards 
the feet of the sentry, who was half asleep and humming to 
himself drowsily. Suddenly they saw the man slide from 
his seat as though by magic. He said nothing, but, mak- 
ing one ineffectual grasp at some rushes, he vanished into 
the deeps below. For a minute or more Leonard could dis- 
tinguish a slight disturbance on the surface of the water, 
and that was all. 

Now he guessed what had happened. Otter had dived, 
and, rising beneath the feet of the man, he seized him, and 
with a sudden movement dragged him down to death by 
drowning. Either this, or an alligator had taken him, and 
that flash was the flash of his fangs. 

As Leonard thought thus a dark form roa^ ^^^\xv%^*^^ 
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foot oE the steps ; it drew itself out of tlie water and slipped 
stealthily up them- It was Otter, and he held a knife in his 
hand. Now the dwarf vanished through the gates into the 
little guard-house at the top of the embankment. Another 
aftiiute and ropes began to creak. Then the tall drawbridge, 
standing upright like a scaffold against the sky, was seeu to 
bend itself forward. Down it came very softly, and the 
slave-camp was open to them. Again the black shape 
appeared, this time on the bridge. 

' Come along,' whispered Leonard to his companion, ' that 
hero Otter has drowned the sentry and won the bridge. 
Stop, pick up his clothes and arms.' 

At tnat moment Otter arrived himself. 'Quick,' he said, 
' come over, Baas, before they see that the bridge is down. 
Give nie my clothes and the gun.' 

' All right, here they are,' answered Leonard, and in an; 
other minute they were over the bridge and standing on the 
parapet of the slave camp. 

' Into the guard-house. Baas ; the windlass is there, but 
no man.' 

They entered : a lamp was burning in the place. Otter 
seized the handle of the windlass and began to wind. He 
was naked, and it was a wonderful sight to see the muscles 
starting out in knots on his huge but dwarfish frame 3£ he 
strained at the weight of the bridge. 

Presently it was up, and, leaning on the handle of the 
wheel, Otter chuckled aloud. 

'Now we are safe for a time,' he said, 'and I will dress 
myself. Let the Baas forgive me for appearing thus before 
him — I, who am so ugly.' 

'Tell us the tale. Otter.' 

'It is short, Baas,' the dwarf replied, aa he put on hia 
robe and turban. ' When I left you I watched, I who can 
see in tJie dark, and in a little while I saw the guard come 
down the steps and sit by the edge of the water. He was 
sleepy, for he yawned and lit a roll of paper to smoke it. 
Presently it went out and he had no more matches. He 
looked up to the house here, but was too lazy to fetch them : 
then I guessed that he was alone, for else he would have 
called to his companion for fii-e. Now he grew sleepier, and 
I said to myself, " Otter, Otter, how can you kill this man 
silently ? You must not shoot, because of the noise ; and if 
you throw a, knife or a spear, you may miss, or wound him 
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only." And my snake spoke in my heart and answered, 
" Otter, Otter, dive, seize his feet, and drag him down swiftly 
and stamp him into the mud, you who are half a iish and can 
swim as no other man can swim. Do it at once^ Otter, before 
the light comes and men can see the drawbridge move." 

* Well, and so I did it. Baas. Wow ! I trod him deep into 
the mire, I trampled him as an ox tramples corn upon a 
threshing-floor, never will he come up again. After that I 
rose and ran into the guard-house, fearing lest there might 
be another whom I must silence also, for when I was a slave 
two always kept watch. But the place was empty, so I let 
the bridge down. Ah ! I remembered how it worked. And 
that is the tale, Baas.' 

' A great tale. Otter, but it is not finished yet. Now let 
us to the slaves. Come, take the light and lead the way. 
Here we are safe, is it not so ? ' 

* Here, Baas, we are safe, for none can reach us except by 
storm, and yonder is the big gun which turns upon itself. 
Let us twist the gun round first, so that, if need be, we can 
fire into the camp.' 

* I don't know much of cannon,' said Leonard doubtfully. 

* But I know something. White Man,' said Soa, speaking 
for the first time. * Mavoom, my master, had a small one 
up at the Settlement, and often I have helped to fire it for 
practice and as a signal to boats on the river, and so have 
many of the men who were carried away, if we can find them 
yonder.' 

* Good,' said Leonard. 

A path ran along the top of the embankment to the plat- 
form on which the gun was mounted. It was a six-pound 
muzzle-loader. Leonard unhooked the rammer and ran it 
down the muzzle. 

' She is loaded,' he said, * now let us swing her round.' 
They did so easily enough, bringing the muzzle down 
upon the Nest camp, then they entered the little hut which 
stood alongside. Piled up in it, in case of emergency, were 
half-a-dozen rounds of grapnel shot and powder. 

* Lots of ammunition, if we should want to use it,' said 
Leonard. ^ It never occurred to those gentlemen that a gun 
can shoot two ways. And now. Otter, lead us to the slaves, 
quick.' 

* This way, Baas ; but first we must find the tools, they are 
in the guard-hut, I suppose.' 
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So they crept back, to the hut, holding their heads as tow ^^| 

as possible, for the light was increasing, although the moon ^^| 

was not yet up, and they feared lest they should be seen ^| 



against the sky-line. Here they found boxes contaJMing 
nippers, chisels and other instruments such as are used to 
undo the irons upon slaves. Also they found the keys of the 
padlocks that locked the iron bats to which the captives 
were tethered. Taking a lantern with them, but leaving 
another burning as before in the hut, lest its absence should 
excite suspicion, they passed through two strong gates and 
down the steps on the further side of the embankment. A 
few paces beyond stood the first slave-shed, a rough erection 
supported on posts, but without sides. 

They entered the shed, Otter leading the way with the 
lantern. In the middle of it was a path, and on either 
side of this patli ran the long bars to which the captiyea 
were fastened in a double row. Perhaps there might have 
been two hundred and fifty of them in this shed. Here 
the sights and scenes were such as need not be described. 
Of the miserable captives some lay on the wet ground, men 
and women together, trying to forget their sorrows in sleep ; 
but the most part of them were awake, and the sound of 
moans ran up and down their lines like the moaning of trees 
in the wind. 

When they saw the light the slaves ceased moaning, and 
crouched upon the ground like dogs that await the whip, 
for they thought that this was a visit from their captors. 
Some of them, indeed, stretched out their manacled bands 
imploring pity, but these were the exceptions; the most of 
them had abandoned hope and were sunk in dull despair. 
It was pitiful to see the glance of their terror-filled eyes 
and the answering quiver of their whealed frames whenever 
an arm was lifted or a sudden movement made. 

Soa went down the line, rapidly examining the faces of 
the slaves. 

' Do you see any of Mavoom's people ? ' asked Leonard 
anxiously. 

' H^ot here, White Man ; let us go to the next shed, unless 
I you want to loose these.' 

'No good in that, mother,' said Otter, 'they would only 
betray us.' 

So they went to the next ahed — in all there were tour 
— and here at tie aecond man who was sleeping, his hesul 
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bowed on his chained hands, Soa stopped suddenly like a 
pointer dog when he scents game. 

* Peter, Peter,' she said. 

The man awoke — he was a fine fellow about thirty years 
of age — and glared round wildly. 

* Who called me by my old name ? ' he said hoarsely. 
*Nay, I dream, Peter is dead.' 

* Peter,' said the woman again, ^ awake, child of Mavoom ; 
it is I, Soa, who am come to save you.' 

The man cried aloud and began to tremble, but the other 
slaves took no notice, thinking only that he had been smitten 
with a scourge. 

* Be silent,' said Soa again, ' or we are lost. Loose the 
bar. Black One, this is a headman from the Settlement, a 
brave man.' 

Soon the bar was undone, then Otter bade Peter hold 
out his wrists while he twisted off the fetters. Presently 
they were gone, and in the ecstasy of his recovered liberty 
the man leapt high into the air, then fell at Otter's feet as 
though he would embrace them. 

* Get up, you fool,' said the dwarf roughly, ^ and if there 
are any more of the men of Mavoom here, show them to us : 
quick, or you will soon be fast again.' 

^ There should be forty or more,' Peter answered, recover- 
ing himself, ^ besides a few women and children. The rest 
of us are dead except the Shepherdess alone, and she is 
yonder.' 

Then they went down the lines slipping the chains from 
the Settlement captives. Soon they had unmanacled ten or 
more men whom Soa selected, and others stood around them 
with their hands still chained. As they went about the 
work Soa explained something of the position to Peter, who 
was fortunately a native of intelligence. He grasped the 
situation at once and earnestly seconded Leonard's efforts 
to preserve silence and to prevent confusion. 

'Come,' said Leonard to Soa, *we have got enough to 
begin with. I must be off. You can loose the rest at your 
leisure*; the moon is rising, it is a quarter to twelve, and 
we have not a moment to lose. Now, Otter, before we go, 
how can we send men to fire the reeds — through the 
garden ? ' 

* No, Baas, I have thought of a better way, the way by 
which I escaped myself, that is, if these metv e.^?DL ^^\£lJ 
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' Good. Theu they must swim down the dike where I 
killed the sentry, four of them. At the end ate bars of 
wood, but in my day they were rotten ; at the worst tbey 
can be climbed. Then they will find themselves in the 
morass among thick reeds. But they must not fire theaa 
till they hare worked round to the pla^e of the sunrise, 
whence the wind blows strongly. Then they must go from 
spot to spot and bend down the driest of the reeds, setting 
fiie to them. Afterwards they can get to the back of the 
lire and wait till all is done, one way or the other. If we 
win they will find us, if we are killed they can try to rua 
away. But will the 

Soa stepped forward and chose four of their number, but 
Peter she did not choose, for he also knew something of the 
working of cannon. 

'Listen,' she said, 'you have heard the words of this 
Black One. Kow, obey. And if you depart from them by 

one jot, may ' and she poured out so fearful a curse 

upon them that Leonard stared at her astonished, 

' Ay ! ' added Otter, 'and if I live through this 1 will cut 
yoni' throats.' 

' No need to threaten,' said one of the men, ' we will do 
our best for our own sakes, as well as for yours and thiit of 
the Sheijherdess. We understand the plan, but to light 
reeds we must have fire.' 

' Here are matches,' said Otter. 

' Wet matches will not light and we must awim,' answered 
the spokesman. 

' Fool, do you then swim with your head under water ? 
Tie them in your hair.' 

' Ah 1 he is clever,' said the spokesman. ' Xow, if we live 
to reach them, when shall we fire the reeds ? ' 

' As soon as you are ready,' answered Otter. ' Ton will 
not come easily to the back of them. Farewell, ray children, 
and if you dare to fail, pray that you may die rather than 
look npon my face again.' 

'Om / We have seen it once, is that not enough ? ' answered 
the spokesman, looking at Otter's huge nose with wonder 
not nntci\iched by fear. 

Two minutes later the four men were swimming swiftly 
down the dike, taking their chance of the alligati 
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* Drop the bridge,' said Leonard, ' we must start.' 

Otter lowered it, at the same time explaining its mecha- 
nism, which was very simple, to Soa, Peter, and some other 
of the Settlement men. 

' Now, mother, good«bye,' said Leonard. * Loose all the 
men you can and keep a keen look-out, so as to be ready to 
lower the bridge if you should see us or your mistress 
coming towards it. If we should not come by dawn, be ready 
also, for then we shall probably be dead, or prisoners, and 
you must act for yourself.' 

* I hear you, Lord,' answered Soa, * and I say that you are 
a brave man. Whether you win or lose, the red stone is 
well earned already.' 

Another minute and they were gone. 

Having crossed the bridge, which was instantly hoisted 
again, Leonard and Otter avoided observation by creeping 
back towards the water-gate as they had come, that is, 
behind the shelter of the shed. Emerging from this, they 
ran a few yards till they were opposite the gate, then walked 
leisurely across the open space, a distance of fifty paces 
or more, to the thatched hut where the sale of slaves 
was carried on. 

There was nobody in this hut, but looking between the 
posts upon which it was supported, they could see by the 
light of the moon, now growing momentarily clearer, that 
a great and uproarious concourse of people was gathered 
beyond in front of the verandah of the Nest itself. 

* Come on, Otter,' whispered Leonard, ' we must go among 
these gentry. Watch me closely, do what I do, keep your 
weapons ready, and if it comes to blows, get behind my 
back and fight like a fiend. Above all, don't be taken 
prisoner.' 

Leonard spoke calmly, but his heart was in his mouth 
and his sensations were such as must have been known to 
Daniel when he went into the lions' den, for, as in the case 
of the prophet, he felt that nothing short of a special Provi- 
dence could save them. They were round the shed now, 
and immediately in front of them was a mixed gathering of 
desperadoes — Portuguese, Arabs, Bastards, and blackmen 
of various tribes — such as Leonard had never seen in 
all his experience. 

Villainy and greed were written on evei'j ^oxoi^Tiastfsfc^ 



E 



THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 
it was a crew of hiunan demons, and an extensive i 
These wretclies, most of whom had already dcnnk too freely 
and were drinking more, stood with their backs to them, 
looking towards the vei-andah of the Neat, On the steps 
of this verandah, surrounded by a choice group of com- 
panions, ii,U of them gaudily dressed, a man was standing 
whom Leouai'd would have had no difficulty in identifying 
as the Dom Pereii'a, even without Otter's warning whisper 
of ' See I The Yellow Devil I ' 

This remarkable person demands some description as 
stood in glory that night, at the apex and, though he knew 
it not, the conclusion of liis long career of Infamy. He was 
old, perhaps seventy, his hair was white and venerable-look- 
ing, and his person obese. His black eyes were small, c 
niug, cold, and bright, and they had the peculiarity of 
avoiding the face of any person with whom he chanced to 
be in conversation, at least when that person was looking 
his way. Their glance passed over him, under him, round 
him, anywhere but at him. 

As his sobriquet suggested, the colouring of Pereira's 
flesh was yellow, and the loose skin hung in huge wrinkles 
upon his cheeks. His mouth was large and coarse, and his 
fat hands twitched and grasped continually, as though with 
adesire of clutching money. For the rest he was gorgeously 
dressed, and, like his companions, somewhat in liquor. 

Such was the outward appearance of Pereira, the foun- 
tain-head of the slave-trade on this part of the coast, who 
was believed in his day to be the very worst man in Africa, 
a pre-eminence to which few can hope to attain. Until 
his face had been seen, stamped as it was with the traces of 
long and unmentionable wickedness, few honest men eonld 
guess to what depths humanity can sink. Some indeed 
have declared that to see him was to understand the Evil 
One and all his works. 
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CHAPTER Xn 

A CHOICE LOT 

At the moment of Leonard's and Otter's introduction to 
his society, the Yellow Devil was about to make a speech, 
and all eyes were fixed upon him so intently that none saw 
or heard the pair approach. 

* Now, my friends, make a path, if you please,' said Leo- 
nard in a loud voice and speaking in Portuguese. * I wish 
to pay my respects to your chief.' 

A dozen men wheeled round at once. 

* Who are you ? ' they cried, seeing a stranger. 

* If you will be so kind as to let me pass, I shall be most 
happy to explain,' Leonard answered, pushing his way 
through the throng. 

* Who is that ? ' cried Pereira in coarse, thick tones. 
* Bring him here.' 

* There, you hear him, let us through, friends,' said Leo- 
nard, ^ let us through ! ' 

Thus adjured the throng opened a path and Leonard and 
Otter passed down it, many suspicious eyes scanning them 
as they went. 

* A greeting to you, Sefior,' said Leonard when they had 
emerged in front of the verandah. 

* Curse your greeting ! Who in Satan's name are you ? ' 

* A humble member of your honourable profession,' said 
Leonard coolly, * come to pay his respects and do a little 
business.' 

* Are you ? You don't look it. You look like an Eng- 
lishman. And who is that abortion, pray ? ' and he pointed 
to Otter. * I believe that you are spies, and, by the Saints, 
if you are, I am the man to deal with you ! ' 

* This is a likely story,' said Leonard laughing, * that one 
man and a black dog should venture into the headquarters 
of gentlemen like you, not being of the cloth. But I think 
there is a noble gentleman among you — I mean the Senor 
Xavier — who can vouch for me. Did he not send a note 
to one Captain Pierre, whose dhow lies in the harbour yon- 
der, hailing from Madagascar ? Well, Captain Pierre has 
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the honour of accepting his invitation and arrives here, not 
without difficulty. Now he begins to think that he would 
have done better to stick to his ship.' 

' That is all right, Pereira,' said Xavier, a huge Portuguese 
with a dash of uegro blood and a villainous countenance, 
the same man whom they had followed through the 

i' I sent a note to the Sefior. I told you of it.' 
'Then I wish you had left it alone,' snarled Pereira for 
an answer. 'I don't like your friend's looks. He might 
be the captain of an English man-of-war rigged up in our 
dress.' 
At the words 'English man-of-war' a murmur of fear 
and anger went through the assembly. Some of those 
present had experience of these hated vessels and their 
fcigoted crews, who loved not this honest commerce, and to 
Bill they were names of ill-omen. Things looked serious, 
and Leonard saw that he must do something, and quickly. 
Bo he lost his temper, or pretended to do so. 
' Curse you all for a pack of suspicious curs,' he said ; ' I 
tell you that my dhow lies yonder. I am half an English- 
man and half a Creole, and as good a man as any of you. 
Now look here, Dom Pereira, if you, or any of your crew, dare 
to doubt my word, just step out, and I will ram tliis down 
your lying throat ; ' and placing his hand on the hilt of his 
sabre, he took a pace forward and scowled. 

The effect was instantaneous. Pereira turned a little pale 
beneath his yellow skin, for like most cruel men he was a 
great coward. 

' Put up your pig-sticker,' he said, ' I see you are one of 
the right sort I only wanted to try you. As you know, 
we must be careful in our busioess. Come and shake hands, 
brother, and be welcome. 1 trust you now, and old Antonio 
never docs things by halves,' 

'Perhaps you had better try him a little further,' said 
a young man who was standing near Pereira, as Leonard 
prepared to accept the invitation ; ' send for a slave and let 
us have the old test, there is none better.' 

Pereira hesitated and Leonard's blood turned cold. 
' Look here, young man,' he said more furiously than be- 
fore, ' I have cut tbe throats of more men than you have 
whipped, but if you want a test, I will give you one. Come 
down, my young cockerel, come down, there is plenty of 
light for (7oatb-suij)ping.' 
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The man turned white with rage, but stood a moment 
contemplating Leonard's athletic form and keen eyes. Ap- 
parently he found that in them which gave him pause, for 
instead of springing at him, he burst into a volume of 
threats and filthy abuse. 

How the matter would have ended it is difficult to say, 
but at this juncture Pereira thought it well to interfere, and 
vigorously. 

^ Peace,' he thundered in his great voice, his white hair 
bristling with rage. ^ I have welcomed this man, and he is 
welcome. Is my word to be set aside by a drunken young 
brawler like you ? Shut your ugly moutii or, by the Saints, 
I will have you clapped in irons.' 

The slave-driver obeyed ; perhaps he was not sorry for 
an excuse to escape the quarrel, at any rate with a scowl at 
Leonard he dropped back and was silent. 

Harmony being thus restored Pereira proceeded with the 
business of the evening. First, however, he called Leonard 
to him, shook him by the hand and bade a slave-girl bring 
him drink. Then he addressed the company thus : 

* My lambs, my dear companions, my true and trusted 
friends, this is a sad moment for me, your old leader, for I 
stand here to bid you good-bye. To-morrow the Nest will 
know the Yellow Devil no more, and you must find another 
captain. Alas ! I grow old, I am no longer up to the work 
and the trade is not what it was, thanks to those infernal Eng- 
lishmen and their cruisers, which prowl up and down our 
waters, seeking to rob honest men of the fruits of their 
enterprise. For nearly fifty years I have been connected 
with the business, and I think that the natives of these 
parts will remember me — not angrily, oh! no, but as a 
benefactor. For have not some twenty thousand of their 
young people passed through my hands, rescued by me from 
the curse of barbarism and sent to learn the blessings of 
civilisation and the arts of peace in the homes of kind and 
indulgent masters ? 

^Sometimes, not often, but now and again there has 
been bloodshed in the course of our little expeditions. I 
regret it. But what will you ? These people are so ob- 
stinate that they cannot see how well it is for them to 
come under my wing. And if they try to injure us in our 
good work, why, we must fight. We all know the bitter- 
ness of ingratitude, but we have to put up 'witViSfc. '^ S& -a. 
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trial sent to us from heaven, my lambs, always remember 
that. So I retire with auch modest gains as I have won by 
a life of labour — indeed, they have gone before me, lest 
stjme of you might be put in the way of temptation — to 
spend the evening of my day iu peace Jind prayer, 

' Aad now there is one more little thing. As it ehaneed 
duriiigourlast journey, the da,ughterof an accursed EngHsh- 
mau fell into our hands. I took her and brought her liere, 
and as her guardian I have asked you to meet me to-uight, 
that I may choose her a husband, as it is my duty to do. I 
cannot keep her myself, for among the settled people near 
Mozambique, where I am going to live, her presence might 
lead to awkward questions. So I will be generous and pass 
her on to another. 

' But to whom shall I give this prize, this pearl, this sweet 
and lovely maid? Among so many worthy gentlemen how 
can I set one above the others and declare him most deserv- 
ing of the girl ? I cannot, so I must leave it to chance, for 
T know that Heaven will choose better than I, Therefore 
lo him who ia ready to make the largest present to me I will 
give this maid, to comfort him with her love; to make a 
present, mind yon, not to pay a price. Still, perhaps, it will 
be best that the amount of the donation should be ascertained 
in the usual way, by bidding— in ounces of gold, if you please t 

'One condition more, there shall be nothing irregular 
in this matter, my friends. The Church shall have its say 
in it, and he whom I select must wed the maid, here, before 
us all. Have we not a priest at hand, and shall we find no 
work for him ? Now, my children, time draws on. Ho ! 
you, bring out the English girl.' 

This speech was not delivered quite so continuously as it 
is printed here. On the contrary, it was subject to many 
interruptions, mostly of an ironical nature, the allusions to 
'a present' to be given for the girl and to the proposed 
marriage ceremony being received with screams of ribald 
laughter. 

Now the noise died away, for every eye watched for the 
appearance of Jnanna. 

In a few moments a figure clad in white and guarded by 
several men was stteu advancing from the direction of the 
arms-house. This figure came on through the moonlight 
with a swift agile step, looking neither to the right nor the 
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left, till it arrived in front of the verandah and halted. 
Then it was that Leonard first saw Juanna Rodd. She was 
very tall and slight, her dark hair was twisted into a single 
knot at the back of her shapely head, her features were 
small, her face fair in colouring and somewhat rounded m 
form. So much he saw at a glance, but it was not until 
she looked up and round her that Leonard discovered the 
girl's peculiar glory, the glory of her eyes. Then and in 
that light he was unable to distinguish their colour, a difficult 
task at any time, for they varied from grey to blue accord- 
ing to the shadows which fell upon them, but he could see 
that they were wide and splendid, fearless and yet soft. 
For the rest she was clad in an Arab robe richly worked, 
and wore sandals on her feet. 

Juanna stopped in front of the verandah and searched it 
with her eyes. Presently they ceased their searching and 
she spoke in a clear sweet voice. 

* What do you want with me now, Dom Antonio Pereira ? ' 
she said. 

* My dove,' he answered in his coarse mocking tones, ' do 
not be angry with your slave. I promised you, my dove, 
that I would find a husband for you, and now all these gal- 
lant gentlemen are gathered for the choice. It is your 
marriage-hour, my dove.' 

* Dom Antonio Pereira,' the girl answered, * for the last 
time I plead to you. I am helpless here among you, and I 
have done you no injury : let me go unharmed, I pray of 
you.' 

* Let you go unharmed ? Why, who would hurt you, my 
dove ? ' answered the satyr. * Yes, that is what I mean to 
do. I will let you go to a husband.' 

^ I shall never go to any husband of your choosing, Dom 
Antonio,' Juanna said again in a low and steady voice. ^ Be 
assured of that, all of you. I have no fear of you, for God 
will help me in my need. And now, as I have pleaded to 
you for the last time, so for the last time I warn you, Dom 
Antonio, and your wicked companions also. Go on with 
this iniquity if you will, but a judgment awaits you. Death 
from heaven above is near to you, you murderer, and after 
death, vengeance.' 

Thus she spoke, not loud indeed, but with a conviction, a 
power and a dignity of mien that carried terror to the hearts 
of the most hardened villains there. It was at the conclu- 
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aion of her speech that her eyea first met those of Leonard 
Outram. He was bending forward to listen, and in his grief 
and anger he had forgotten to preserve the truculent 
expression whicli it was his piirt to wear. Once more 
Leonard's face was the face of an English gentleman, noble 
and open, if somewhat stern. 

Their eyes m.et, and there was that in his which caused 
Juanna to pause. She looked at hiin swiftly as though she 
would read his very soul, and in answer be put all his will 
and heart's desire into hia gaze, the will and the desire that 
she should know him to be her friend. They had never 
met before, she did nut even dream of bis existence, and 
there was little in Leonard's outward appearance to distin- 
guish him from the rufdans by whom he was surrounded. 
Yet her quick sense, sharpened by despair, read what 
was written in his eyes, and read it aright. From that 
moment Juanna felt that she was not alone among these 
wolves, that there was one present at least who would save 
her if he could. 

In an instant she had searched his face and dropped her 
eyes again, fearing lest she should awake suspicion. Then 
came a pause, for the minds of men were disturbed ; she had 
aroused some remnant of conscience in them, she had called 
to life a lively terror of vengeance to come, of vengeance 
very near at hand. All were affected more or less, but 
chiefly was he affected to whom she had addressed her words. 
The Yellow Devil sank back into the chair from which he 
had risen to speak, a wonderful chair made of ebony inlaid 
with ivory, and string-seated, with a footstool attached to it. 
Superstitious dread took hold of him and he shivered visibly. 

The scene was one which Leonard never forgot. Above 
the bright moon shone in the heavens, before him were rauk 
upon rank of evil faces, each marked with some new emotion, 
and standing alone in their midst was the beautiful girl, 
proud in the depth of shame, defiant even in the power of 
foes gathered to destroy her. 

For a while the wind had dropped and the silence was 
deep, so deep was it that Leonard could hear the mew of a 
kitten which had crept from the verandah and was rubbing 
itself against Juanna's feet. She heard it also, and, stooping, 
lifted the little creature and held it to her breast. 

'Let her go!' said a voice from the crowd. 'She is a 
witch and will bring ill-luck upon us.' 
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At the sound Pereira seemed to awake. With a hideous 
oath he flung himself from the chair and waddled down the 
steps towards his victim. 

' Curse you, you slut ! ' he said, * do you think to frighten 
men with your threats ? Let God help you if He can. The 
Yellow Devil is god here. You are as much in my power as 
this brute,' and he snatched the kitten from her arms and 
dashed it to the ground. * You see, God does not help the 
kitten, and He will not help you. Here, let men see what 
they are going to buy,' and gripping the breast of her white 
robe he rent it open. 

With one hand Juanna gathered up the torn dress, 
and with the other she began to do something to her hair. 
An agony of fear took hold of Leonard. He knew the story 
of the poison which she carried : was she about to use it ? 

Once again their eyes met, and there was warning in his 
glance. Juanna loosed her dark hair indeed, and let it fall 
about her should.ers, covering her rent robe to the waist, 
but she did no more. Only after this Leonard saw that she 
kept her right hand closed, and he knew that her death 
was hidden within it. Then she spoke once more to Pereira. 

*In your last hour may you remember these two deeds,' 
she said, pointing to the writhing kitten and to her torn dress. 

Now slaves drew near to do their master's bidding, but 
that audience would not suffer this. 

* Leave her alone,' they said, * we can see that the' girl is 
fair and perfect.' 

Then the slaves hung back, nor did Pereira repeat his 
commands. 

Returning to the verandah, he stood by the chair and, 
taking an empty glass in his hand by way of an auctioneer's 
hammer, he began : 

* Gentlemen, I am going to offer you a very choice lot, so 
choice that it makes up all the sale. The lot is a white girl, 
half English and half Portuguese by blood. She is well 
educated and devout ; as to her docility I can say nothing, 
that will be for her husband to attend to. Of her beauty I 
need not speak, you can all see it for yourselves. Look at 
that figure, that hair, those eyes ; have any of you known 
their equal ? 

'Well, this lot will be to him among you who is inclined 
to make me the largest present in compensation : yes, he 
may take her this very hour, and my blessing with her. 
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But there are conditiouK: he whom 1 approve luust be law- 
fully married to the girl by the priest Francisco here,' and 
turning he pointed to a small melaucholy-lookiug man, 
with a womanish face and dark blue eyes, who stood in 
the background, clothed in a somewhat tattered priest's 
robe. 'Then I shall have done my duty by her. One more 
thing, gentlemen : we are not going to waste time in little 
bids ; the upset price will be thirty ounces.' 

' Silver ? ' said a voice. 

' Silver ? No, of course not. Do yon think you are bidding 
for a nigger girl, fool ? Giold, man, gold I Thirty ounces 
of gold, and payment to be made on the nail.' 

There was a groan of disappointment, and one ruffian 
cried out : 

' What are we poor fellows to do ? Thirty ounces for a 
beginning ! Where is our chance ? ' 

' What are you to do ? Why, work hard at your profession, 
and grow rich, of course ! Do you suppose that these prizes 
are for the poor ? Now, then, the fair is open. Wiio bids for 
the white girl Juanna ? Thirty ounces is offered. What 
advance, what advance ?' 

' Thirty-five,' said a wizened little man with a hectic 
cough, who looked fitter for a burial than a bridal. 

' Forty I ' cried another, a pure-bred Arab of stately appear- 
ance and saturnine expression, who wished to add tohisbarem. 

'Forty-five,' answered the wizened man. 

Then the Arab bid fifty, and for a while it seemed that 
these two alone were competitors. When the bids had 
reached seventy ounces the Arab muttered ' Allah ! ' and 
gave up. He preferred to wait for the houris. 

' Knock her down,' said the wizened man, 'she is mine.' 

' Hold on a bit, my little friend,' said the great Portugee, 
Xavier, who had passed the water-gate before Leonard and 
his companions. 'I am going to begin now. Seventy-five.' 

' Eighty,' said the little man. 

' Eighty-five,' answered Xavier. 

'Ninety,' screamed the other. 

' Ninety -five,' said Xavier. 

'A hundred,' yelled the small man, snapping his fingers. 

'A hundred and five,' replied Xavier, triumphantly 
capping his bid. 

Then with a curse his antagonist gave up also, and the 
mob shouted, thinking that Xavier had won. 
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* Knock her down, Pereira/ said Xavier in his turn, as he 
surveyed his prize with affected nonchalance. 

* Wait a moment,' put in Leonard, speaking for the first 
time. ' I am going to begin now. A hundred and ten/ 

The multitude shouted again, the contest was growing 
exciting. Xavier glared at Leonard and bit his fingers with 
rage. He was very near his limit of possible expenditure. 

^Now then,' cried Pereira, licking his lips for joy, since the 
price had already run twenty ounces higher than he expected. 
* Now then, friend Xavier, am I to knock down this beauty 
to the stranger captain Pierre ? It sounds a lot, but she is 
cheap at the price, dirt cheap. Look at her and bid up. But 
mind, it is cash down — no credit, no, not for an ounce.' 

' A hundred and fifteen,' said Xavier, with the air of a 
man making his last throw for fortune. 

' A hundred and twenty,' replied Leonard quietly. 

He had bid to the last ounce in his possession, and if 
Xavier went further he must give in, unless, indeed, he chose 
to offer Soa's ruby in payment. This, needless to say, he was 
not anxious to do ; moreover, no one would believe a stone of 
that size to be genuine. Of all this, however, Leonard 
showed nothing in his face, but turning coolly he called to a 
slave-girl to bring him spirits and busied himself with filling 
his glass. His hand never trembled, for he knew well that his 
antagonist was watching for a cue, and if he showed uncer- 
tainty all might be lost. But in his heart Leonard wondered 
what he should do if another ounce was bid. 

Meanwhile the spectators were shouting encouragement, 
and Pereira was urging Xavier to increase his offer. For a 
while the Portugee hesitated, surveying Juanna, who stood 
pale and silent, her head bowed upon her breast. At this 
juncture Leonard turned, the glass still in his hand. 

' Did you make any advance, Senor ? ' he asked. 

* ITo, curse you. Take her. I will not put down another 
ounce for her or any woman on the earth.' 

Leonard only smiled and looked at Pereira. 

* Going ! ' said that worthy — * the white girl, Juanna, is 
going to the stranger Pierre for one hundred and twenty 
ounces of gold. Going ! Come, Xavier, don't lose her. If 
you do you will only be sorry once, and that will be always. 
Now, for the last time,' and he lifted the glass in his hand 
and paused. 

Xavier made a step forward and opened his lips to speak. 
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Leonard's heart stood still, bat presently the Portugee 
Fefaaiiged his mind and turned away. 

^ Gone ! ' screamed Pereira, bringing the glass down si 
heavily on the arm of his chair that it dew into fragments. 
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' Gone,' said Pereira again. ' Now, friend Pierre, before 
we ratify this little matter by the aid of holy Church, perhaps 
you will table the gold. This is a cash transaction, remember.' 

'Certainly,' answered Leonard. 'Where is that black 
dog of mine, the dwarf ? Ah 1 there he is. Dog, weigh out 
the stuff; if you have not enough, here is more.' And he 
unbuckled hia belt, froTu which he had been careful to 
extract the ruby, and threw it to Otter. 

'Now, gentlemen and companions,' he went on, 'for I 
hope that we may do business together by and by, drink my 
health and my bride's. I have paid pretty dear for her, but 
what of it ? A gentleman of our profession should always 
be ready to back his fancy, for if his ia apt to be a short 
life he may as well make it a merry one.' 

' She will think the better of you, and you of her for it,' 
cried a voice. ' Here is to Captain Pierre and the gir).' And 
they drank, shouting aloud in their half-drunken merriment. 

Meanwhile Otter, advancing with obsequious steps, was 
pouring handful after handful of gold coin and ingots into 
the large scales which I'ereira caused to be held before him. 
At length all the gold was in, a shining heap. 

' The balance does not turn,' said Xavier, ' I claim the girl.' 
id Otter in a low voice, and speaking in Dutch, 
you more gold ? The weight ia short.' 

Leonard glanced carelessly at the scales : they were 
trembling on the turn. 

' As much as you like,' he said, ' but here is what will do it.' 

Anil drawing off his signet ring he threw it on the pile. 
The ruby excepted, it was the last thing of value that he 
had about him. Then the scale vibrated and sank <loi 
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f Good/ said Pereira, rubbing his hands at the sight of so 
much treasure. ^ Bring me the acid that I may test the stuff. 
No offence, stranger Pierre, but this is a wicked world, in 
which brass has passed for gold before to-day.' 

The acid was brought and the ingots were tested at 
hazard^ Pereira holding them to the light of a lamp. 

* They are good,' he said. * Now, Father, do your part.' 
The priest Francisco stepped forward. He was very pale 

and seemed terrified. Leonard, watching him, wondered 
what had brought him into such company, for the man's 
face was good and even refined. 

* Dom Antonio,' said the priest in a soft girlish voice, * I 
protest against this. Fate has brought me among you, though 
not with my own will, and I have been forced to bear the sight 
of much evil, but I have wrought none. I have shriven the 
dying, I have ministered to the sick, I have comforted the 
oppressed, but I have taken no share of the price of blood ; 
I am a priest of our holy Church, and if I wed these two 
before the sight of men, they will be husband and wife till 
death, and I shall have set the seal of the blessing of the 
Church upon an act of shame. I will not do it.' 

' You will not do it, you shaveling traitor ? ' screamed 
Pereira in a voice hoarse with rage. ' Do you want to follow 
your brother then ? Look here, my friend, either you obey 

me and marry these two or ' and he hissed a horrible 

threat. 

' No, no,' said Leonard, anxious to find an escape from this 
abominable mockery. ' Let him be. What do the cheat's 
prayers matter ? The lady and I can do without them.' 

* I tell you, stranger, that you shall marry the girl, and 
this sniveller must marry you. If you don't, I will keep 
both her and the gold. And as for him, he can choose. 
Here, slaves, bring the sjamboch.^ 

Francisco's delicate face flushed pink. * I am no hero that 
I can suffer thus,' he said, ' I will do your bidding, Dom Anto- 
nio, and may God forgive me the sin ! For you, Pierre and 
•Juanna, I am about to make you man and wife, to join you 
in a sacrament that is none the less holy and indissoluble 
because of the dreadful circumstances under which it is cele- 
brated. I say to you, Pierre, abandon your wickedness and 
love and cherish this woman, lest a curse from heaven fall 
upon you. I say to you, Juanna, put your trust in God, the 
God of the fatherless and oppressed, who will avenge your 
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■wrongs — and forgive me. Let water be brought, that 1 
may consecrate it — water and a ring.' 

' Here, take this oue,' said Pereira, lifting Leonard's 
signet from the pile of gold. 'I give it back foraluck- 
peuny.' 

And he tossed the ring to the priest. 

Water was brought in a basin and the Father consecrated it. 

Then he bade Leonard stand by the girl and motioned to 
the crowd to fall back from them. All this while Leonard 
had been watching Juauna. She said no word and her face 
was calm, but her eyes told him the terror and perplexity 
which tore her heart. 

Once or twice she lifted her clenched right hand towards 
her lips, then dropped it without touching them. Leonard 
knew but too well what deed she meditated. He knew also 
the deadly nature of the drug she carried. If once it touched 
her tongue ! The suspense was terrible. He conld bear it no 
longer, even at the risk of discovery he must speak with her. 

In obedience to the priest's direction he sauntered to her 
side laughing. Then, still laughing, with his hand he sepa- 
rated the tresses of dark hair, as though to look at the 
beauty of her side face, and bent down as if to kiss her. 

She stood pale and rigid, but once more her hand was 
lifted towards her mouth. 

' Stop,' he whispered swiftly into her ear, speaking in 
En^ish, 'I have come to rescue jou. Go through with this 
farce, it means nothing. Then, if I bid you, run for the 
drawbridge into the slave-camp.' 

She heard, a light of intelligence shone in ber eyes, and 
her hand fell again. 

' Come, stop that, friend Pierre,' said Pereira suspiciously. 
' What are you whispering about ? ' 

'I was telling the bride how beautiful I think her,' hi- 
answered carelessly. 

Juanna turned and flashed on him a well-simulated glance 
of hate and acorn. Then the service began. 

The young priest was gifted with a low and beautiful 
voice, and by the light of the moon he read the ritual of 
marriage so solemnly that even the villains who stood 
round ceased their jokes and sneers and were silent. All 
things were done in order, though Juanna made no reply to 
the usual questions. With much sham courtesy the loath- 
some Pereira presided over the ceremony — their hands were 
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joined, the ring waa set upon Juanna's finger, the blessing 
waa pronounced and It was finished. 

All this while Leonard stood like a man in a dream. He 
felt as though he were really being married, it even came 
into his mind, as he looked npon the loveliness of the mock 
bride at his side, that a worse fate might befall him. Then 
of a sudden he awoke from his reverie — the farce was 
played, now they must strive to escape. 

'There, that is done with, Dom Antonio,' he said, 'and I 
think I heard this lady whisper that with your permission 
we will bid you good-bye. My canoe — ' 

' Nonsense, you will stop here to-night,' said Pereira. 

' Thanks, I think not,' answered Leonard. ' To-morrow I 
may return to do a little business of another kind. I have a 
commission for about fifty, at a good price for the right sort.' 

As Leonard spoke thus, glancing to the east, he saw dense 
masses of vapour rising into the air far away. The damp 
reeds were fired at last. The Settlement men had not faded 
in their task, and soon the flames would be discovered ; he 
must be gone and swiftly. 

' Well, if you must, you must,' answered Pereira, and 
Leonard observed that be looked relieved as he said it. He 
did not know the reason at the time. It was this : Juanna 
liad told him that the man who bought her would find his 
death in it. He had a superstitious fear of the girl, and 
believed her; therefore he was glad that her purchaser 
should go, lest it might be said that he had murdered him 
in order to retain both the woman and her price. So he 
hade him farewell, and Leonard turned to depart, followed 
by Otter and Juanna, whom he led by the hand. 

All might have gone well for that time had it not been 
for an unlucky chance. Leonard's scheme was to walk 
toward the water-gate, but if no better plan of reaching it 
should offer, to turn suddenly and run for the drawbridge, 
where Soa and the others would be waiting, and thence, 
with or without the people of Mavoom, to escape up the 
banks of the Zambesi. 

Already he had started when the great Portuguese Xavier, 

who waa watching plunged in sullen thought, stepped for- 

wa rd. ' At least I will have a kiss for my trouble,' he said, and 

ing Juanna round the waist, he drew her towards hira. 

L it was that Leonard forgot his caution, as under 
b circumstances a man, with nerves already strained to 
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bieaking point, welt might do. Doubling liis list, be struck 
the giant in the face with such force that Xavier fell head- 
lung to the ground, dragging Juaiina after him. Leoaiiril 
would have done better had he suffered her to be insulted, 
but just then he remembered only that be was protecting 
a helpless girl. 

Juauna was up in a moment and at bis side. Xavier also 
sprang to his feet, cursing with fury and drawing his sabre 
as he rose, 

' Follow me,' said Leonard to Juauna and Otter. Then 
without more ado he took to Lis heels. 

A shout of laughter went up from the mob. 
'This is the brave man. This is the French fire-eater,' 
they cried. 'He strikes unawares and is afraid to figbt.' 
Nor did they stop at words. All of them were jealous of 
the stranger, and would have rejoiced to see him dead. 

' Stop him ! ' they shouted, and many of the men started. 
tunning like dogs to turn a hare. 

Still Leonard might have won through, for he was swift 
of foot But neither Juanna nor Otter could run so fast as 
he, and his pace must be their pace. Before he had gone 
a hundred yards he found himself confronted by a dozen or 
more of the slavers, some of whom had knives in their hands. 
' Stop, coward, stop and fight,' they yelled in Portuguese 
and Arabic, waving their weapons in his face. 
^^^B 'Certainly,' answered Leonard, wheeling round andglanc- 

^^^B ing about him. 

^^^V There, not thirty yards away, was the drawbridge of the 
^^^r Blare camp and he thought that he saw it tremble, as if it 
H was about to fall. At his side were Otter ajid Juanna, and 

I towards him, bis hideous face red with blood, rushed the 

H great Portugee sabre aloft and screaming imprecations. 

^^^ 'Otter,' Leonard said quickly, as be drew bis sword, 

^^^L 'guard my back, for when I liave killed this one the rest 
^^^H will spring. For you, young lady, reach the bridge if you 
^^^H oan, Soa and your people are there.' 

^^^H Now Xavier was upon hira with a rush. He struck furi- 
^^^H ously, and Leonard avoided the blow, springing backwards 
^^^^K out of reaeh. Twice more he rushed on thus and twice he 
^^^^^ smote, but each time Leonard ran backward towards the 
^^^^ drawbridge, that now was not more than twenty yards 
1^ away. A fourth time the Portugee came on, and the Eiig- 

B lishman could not repeat bis tactics, for the mob hemmed 
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him in behind. On sped Xavier and smote his hardest : 
Leonard saw the steel gleam in the moonlight and lifted his 
sword to guard. The blow fell, fire sprung from it in sparks, 
and down rattled fragments of shattered steel. His sword 
was broken. 

' Fight on. Baas,' said the voice of Otter, ^ fight on ! Both 
swords have gone.' 

Leonard looked up. It was true : the Portugee was cast- 
ing aside his broken weapon and clutching at his knife. 
Now Leonard had no knife, and at the moment he never 
thought of his revolver. But he still held the hilt of his 
sword, and with it he sprang straight at Xavier, who rushed 
to meet him. 

They met with a dull shock as bull meets bull. Leonard 
struck one blow with the broken sword-hilt, then dropped 
it — it was useless. But the stroke did him good service, 
for, falling on the right hand of the Portugee, it paralysed 
his arm for a second, causing him to let fall the dagger. 
Then they gripped each other, fighting desperately with 
their naked strength alone. Twice the huge Portugee 
lifted the Englishman from the ground, striving to throw 
him, while the crowd yelled with excitement, but twice he 
failed. Not for nothing had Leonard learnt wrestling as 
a lad and hardened his iron muscles by years of toil. 
Xavier may have weighed sixteen stone and Leonard did 
not weigh thirteen, but his arms were like bars of steel 
and he was struggling for dear life. 

He waited a while, letting the Portugee exhaust himself 
in efforts to hurl him to the ground. Then suddenly tight- 
ening his grip, Leonard put out his strength. He could not 
hope to lift the man, that he knew, but he might throw him. 
With a sudden movement he hooked his right leg behind 
Xavier 's left calf. Then he cast his weight forward and 
pushed with all his strength upon the great man's breast. 

Xavier tottered, recovered himself, tottered again and 
strove to shift his leg. Leonard felt the movement and 
met it with a supreme effort. Losing his balance, his foe 
swayed slowly backwards like a falling tree, then fell with 
a thud that shook the ground. It was a gallant throw, and 
even the * ranks of Tusculum ' as represented by the slave- 
drivers * could scarce forbear to cheer.' Now Leonard lay 
upon the breast of the man, for he was dragged to earth 
with him. 
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For a moment his enemy wag still, breathing stertomusly, 
for the shock of their fall had been great. Leonard looked 
round ; there, some eight feet away, was the knife, and he 
who could grasp it must win this deadly game. But how 
could he grasp it ? Xavier, whose strength and powers 
were coming back, still hugged him in his fearful grip ; he 
also saw the knife, and would win it. Rapidly, by in- 
stinct almost, Leonard measured the distance with his eye. 
There was but one plan, to roll to it. The first roll would 
leave him undermost, but the dagger should still be out 
of Xa^ier's reaoh. Then, could he succeed in turning 
him upon his back once more, Leonard would be upper- 
most again, and if he was able to free his hand it might 
grasp the weapon. It was a terrible risk, but he must 
take it. 

He lay motionless a while, husbanding his force, and the 
Portugee surged and heaved beneath him ; he could feel the 
muscles of his mighty frame start up in knots as he struggled. 
At last Leonard let him have his way and over they went, 
the two of them. Now Xavier was uppermost, and the 
mob yelled in triumph, for they thought that the stranger's 
strength was spent, 

'The knife, the knife!' gasped Xavier, and one of his 
servants sprang forward to give it to hira. But Otter was 
watching and started out of the press, naked sabre in hand : 
his fierce and ugly face was twitching with excitement, his 
black eyes shone and his vast shoulders worked to and fro. 
To Juanna, fascinated by the fearful struggle, the dwarf 
looked like some black gnome, like a thing of supernatural 
power, half toad, half human. 

'He who touches the knife dies!' he said in guttural 
Arabic, stretching his long arm and sabre over it. ' Let 
these cocks fight it out, my masters.' 

The man shrank back ; he also was afraid of Otter, deem- 
ing him uncanny; nor did any other interfere. 

Now came the moment of death or victory. As he 
could not reach the weapon, with a sudden movement Xavier 
freed hia right hand and grasped the Englishman's throat : 
but to do this he must lessen the pressure on his breast. 
Leonard felt the grip, and the knowledge that his end was 
at hsmd renewed his powers. Twice be writhed like a 
snake, gripping the ground with the muscles of his back 
and legs ; once he swung his frame to the right, then a 
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vast effort, and lo ! Xavier turned slowly over like a log of 
wood and again Leonard lay upon his breast. 

Leonard lay upon his breast and his right arm was free 
and within reach of the dagger. But the giant's grasp of 
his throat was cruel ; the blood drummed in his ears and 
his senses began to fail. No, he would not die thus and 
leave the girl helpless. Where was it ? He was blind, he 
could see nothing but her white face. He must get free — 
ah, he knew how ! 

They thought that he was spent: see! his head fell, 
when suddenly he lifted himself and heaved up his arm. 

Crash it came full on the forehead of Xavier, that in 
its turn was pillowed on the stony earth. The grip 
slackened. Crash again, a fearful and despairing blow ! 
Leonard's throat was free and the air rushed into his 
bursting lungs. Now he could see and grasp the knife, 
but there was no need to use it. The great man beneath 
him flung his arms wide, shivered, and grew still. 

Then it was, while men paused wondering at those awful 
blows, that Juanna, mindful of her deliverer's bidding, 
turned and fled, sick at heart but unhindered, to the edge 
of the ditch opposite the drawbridge. Otter also rushed up 
and dragged Leonard from the ground. 

* Wow ! ' he cried, ' a good fight and a great blow ! Dead, 
by my mother's spirit, dead and no touch of steel. Awake, my 
father, awake ! for if the boar is down the pigs remain ! ' 

Leonard heard his words dimly and knew their import. 
With an effort he ceased to stagger and rested his weight 
upon the dwarf, much as a man might lean upon some 
sturdy post. His breath came back to him and his mind 
cleared. He looked round and saw Juanna standing near 
the bridge like one who hesitates whether to fly or stay. 

' Sirs,' gasped Leonard, ' I have fought and I have won. 
Now let me go in peace with the girl. Is the man alive ? ' 

A ring of men had crowded round the body of Xavier and 
in their centre knelt the priest Francisco. At this moment 
he rose and said : 

' It is useless to minister to him, he is no more.' 

The slavers looked at Leonard with awe not unmixed 
with admiration. Who had ever seen such a thing, that 
one whose strength had been a by-word should be slain with 
the naked fist ? They forgot that it is easy to kill the man 
whose head rests upon a stone. 



I 



2 THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 

Presently, however, their wonder gave way to rage. 
Xaviet had been a favourite among them and they were not 

iuded that he should die unavenged. So they drew round 
Leonard scowling and cursing. 

' Stand back,' he said, ' and let me pass. I fought your 
friend fairly ; had I wished to take advantage of him, should 
I not have used this ? ' And for the first time he re- 
membered and drew his Colt, the sight of which cooled 
their ardour somewhat, for they gave way. ' Perhaps you 
will give me an arm, Father,' Leonard went on, speaking to 
the priest, who was standing by. 'I am much shaken.' 

Francisco complied and they started towards Juanna, 
Otter guarding their rear with his sabre. Before they had 
gone ten yards, however, Pereira waddled towards them 
after a hasty conanltatiou with one of his captains. 

' Seize that man,' he shouted, ' he has killed the worthy 
Dom Xavier : having first insulted him, he has slain him 
by violence, and he must answer for it.' 

A dozen ruffians sprang forward at his bidding, only to be 
met by the sabre and pistol of Otter, with neither of which 
were they anxious to make a closer acquaintance. Leonard 
saw that the position was very grave and a thought came 
into his mind. ' You wish to escape from this place, 
Father ? ' he said rapidly to the priest. 

'Yes,' answered Francisco, 'it is a hell.' 

'Then lead me as swiftly as you may to that bridge; I 
am hurt and weak, but there is succour beyond.' 

As he spoke the drawbridge, which was not ten yarda 
away, fell with a crash. 

' Run across, Juanna Rodd,' cried Leonard in English. 

She hesitated, then obeyed. It seemed to Leonard that 
the look upon her face said, 'How can I leave you ?' 

'Now, Father,' said Leonard, ' make a rush for it.' And 
leaning on the priest's shoulder he stumbled towards the 
bridge. But he would never have reached it, had it not 
been for Otter. 

' Treason ! ' roared Pereira, ' Stop him ! Who let down 
the bridge ? ' 

A man came on to the attack : it was the same young 
captain that Leonard had offered to fight before the auction. 
In his hand was a knife already uplifted to fall on Leonard's 
back when Otter's sabre flashed and the man went down. 

' Seize the bridge and hold it,' roared Pereira a^ain, 





'Ail I YkUow Devil,' the dwarC cried as lit 
'look behind jou.' 
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* Wind up ! wind up ! ' yelled Otter in answer, as with 
Sabre and pistol he held back the mob. 

Those on the further side obeyed with such a will that 
Leonard and the priest rolled down the slanting planks. 

' Otter ! ' cried Leonard — * Good God ! he will be killed ! ' 

By way of answer Otter fired the last barrel of his pistol. 
Then with a yell, before his foes could close upon him he 
sprang like a wild-cat straight at the iron chains of the 
bridge, which were used to secure it in its . plac^when 
needful. At the moment they hung four feet of^more 
above his head, but he grasped them, and shouted to Soa 
to hoist awav. 

A man attempted to se^ize his legs, but Otter kicked him 
in the face and he fell into the water. Next second he was 
out of their reach and rapidly rising high into the air. 
Some threw knives and some fired pistol-shots after him, 
but none of these touched him. 

*Ah! Yellow Devil,' the dwarf cried as he swung, 'look 
behind you : there is another devil, yellower and . fiercer 
than you.' Pereira turned and all his company with him, 
and at that moment, with a crackling roar, a vast sheet of 
flame burst up from the morass. The reeds had caught at 
last in good earnest, and the strengthening wind was bring- 
ing the fire down upon them. 



CHAPTER XIV 

VENGEANCE 

* Treachery! treachery!' screamed Pereira. *The reeds 
are fired, and that witch has betrayed us.' 

'Ha! ha! ha! ha!' cried Otter again from his airy 
perch. 'Treachery! treachery! And what if the slaves 
are loosed ? And what if the gates be barred ? ' 

Hitherto the mob had been silent in their fear and wonder. 
There they stood closely packed, a hundred or more of them, 
staring first at Otter, then at the advancing flames. ITow 
they found tongue. 

'' He is a fiend ! Kill him ! Storm the slave camp ! To 
the gates ! ' they yelled in this language and in that. 
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For many it was their last earthly cry, aince at that 
moiiieut a sheet of 0ajae burst from the rampart of the 
camp, followed by tbe boom of the cannon, and six pounds 
of canister swept through the crowd. Eight through them 
it swept, leaving a wide lane of dead and dying ; aud such 
a shriek went up to heaven as even that place of torment 
had never heard. 

Then they broke and fled this way and that, screaming 
cnraos as they went. 

When Leonard and the jiriest liad rolled down the rising 
bridge they found Juanna standing safely by the guard- 
house, surrounded by some of the Settlement men. 

' To the guu ! ' he cried, 'to the gun I Fire into them ! I 
will follow you.' 

Then it was that he saw Otter left to his death and called 
out in fear. But (.Itter saved himself as has been told, and 
clambered down the bridge safe ajid sound. 

Leaning on the dwarf and Francisco, Leonard, followed 
by Juanna, sta^ered along the earthwork to the place 
where the gun was mounted. Before he had gone a step he 
caught sight of the figure of Soa, outlined in bold relief 
against the background of the fire and surrounded by many 
of the freed Settlement men. At the instant when he saw 
her she was in the act of springing back from the breech of 
the gun, the lanyard in her hand. Then came the roar of 
the shot and the shriek of the smitten. 

' Wow!' said Otter, 'the old woman has not been idle. 
She ia clever as a man, that one.' 

Another minute and they were helping to reload the piece, 
that ia, except Soa, who waa on her knees kissing Juanna's 
hands. 

' Come, stop that I ' said Leonaj-d, sinking to the ground, 
for he was utterly exhausted. ' Those devils have gone for 
their arms. They will try to storm us presently. Is the 
shot home, Peter ? Then run her out, sharp j and you, 80a, 
screw her nose down.* Next he bade the freed slaves arm 
themselves with stakes or anything that they could find, for 
of rifles they had but four, two of which they had found in 
the guard-house. 

Presently the slavers came on with a yell, carrying 
long planks, by the help of which they hoped to cross 
the dike. 
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^ Look out ! ' said Leonard, ' they are going to open fire. 
Under the earthwork, every man of you ! ' And seizing 
Juanna, who was standing near, he pulled her down into 
cover. 

It was not too soon ; for next instant a storm of bullets 
swept over them. Most of the men had understood and taken 
shelter, but some were too slow or too stupid. Of these one 
fell dead and two more were hit. Soa and Peter alone took 
no heed, and yet they remained unhurt. There stood the 
woman while the bullets whistled round her, laying the gun 
as coolly as though she had served in the Royal Artillery, 
and with her was the headman, Peter. Peter was ,^hot 
through the waist-cloth and a ball cut its way through Soa's 
grizzled hair, but neither of them seemed to notice these 
trifles. 

* They are mad. Baas,' cried Otter, who was watching the 
enemy over the top of the embankment. * See ! they are 
coming across the open.' 

Leonard looked. The dwarf was right : in their rage and 
hurry the slavers, half-hidden in a cloud of smoke caused 
by their rapid firing, were advancing across the clear space 
instead of creeping along the edge of the dike. What was 
more, the necessity of carrying the planks caused them to 
pack in groups. Soa gave a final twist with her lever and 
waited, her hand on the lanyard. A bullet cut it in two, but 
without firing the gun, and she grasped the shortened cordi 

' Now for it ! ' cried Leonard, as the first party came into 
the line of fire. 

Soa sprang backwards with a yell : again the piece thun- 
dered out, and the canister screamed through the air. It tore 
along the advancing files, then striking the beaten earth, 
rebounded and caught those who were following with the 
ricochet, and with awful effect. Whole groups were mowed 
down by this one discharge, the destruction being twice as 
large as that caused by the first shot, for at this greater range 
the canister found room to spread. Also the rebounding mis- 
siles flying hither and thither among the crowd did no little 
execution. Down went the men in heaps, and with them 
the planks they carried. They had no more wish to storm 
the slave camp ; they had but one thought left, the thought 
of safety, and the survivors of them fled in all directions, 
yelling with fear and fury. 

' Load up, load up ! ' cried Otter, liftm^ ttv^ c^-ax^^ Q>i 
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r powder wbich lay at hand. ' They will try to break o 
L the gates and get out, then they will cut cs off.' 

As he spoke they saw mauy men run from the auction-shed 
to the water-gate. But it could not be climbed, the key was 
gone, and the massive bolts and beams were not easy to 
break. So they brought hammers aud a tree-trunk which 
had supported an angle of the shed, and battered at the gate. 
For two minutes or more it held, then it began to give. 

' Swift, swift ! ' cried Otter again as he dragged at the can- 
non to turn it, ' or all will yet be lost.' 

' Hurry no man's ox, Black One,' said Soa, as she laid the 
grin with the help of Peter. 

A cry went up from the slavers ; the gate was tottering, 
but it still held by the upper hinges. A few more blows and 
it must surely fall. But those blows were never struck. 
Again Soa sprang backwards, and the roar of the gun was 
answered by the screams of the slavers as the shrapnel 
ploughed through them. 

Of those who were left the most part fled for shelter to the 
auction-hut and to the Nest itself. Some ran across to the 
magazine, but appeared to be unable to enter it, for soon they 
were seen flying bstck again, while about a dozen of the 
boldest remained at the gate trying to complete its destruc- 
tion. On these Leonard and Otter opened fire with rifles, 
but it was not until three or four men had fallen that the rest 
r fledto join their companions beneath the shelter of the sheds. 
■ ' Oh ! look, look ! ' said Juanna, pointing to the east. 
I It was indeed a spectacle never to be forgotten. 
r The dense reeds, measuring twelve to fifteen feet in 
height, had been fired far to the east of the Nest, and as the 
wind gathered to a gale and the fire got firmer hold, it 
rolled down upon the doomed place in billows and sheets — 
a sea of flame that sometimes spouted high into the air, and 
sometimes ran swiftly along the ground. 

The reeds crackled and roared like musketry as the fire 
ate into them, giving out thick volumes of smoke. At first 
this smoke had passed above the spectators, now it blew 
into their faces, half choking them and blotting out the sky, 
and mixed up with it were showers of sparks and fragments 
of burning reeds brought forward on the wind. 

' The house and sheds will soon catch now,' said Leonard ; 
' then they must take refuge in the open spaces, where we can 
deuJ with tbem,' and lie nodded towards the gun. 
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As lie spoke tongues of flame darted into the air, first from 
the thatch of the shed, then from the roof of the Nest. They 
were afire. 

*We must be careful, Baas,' said Otter, 'or the slave- 
shelters behind us will burn also, and all those in them/ 

'Heavens! I never thought of that,' answered Leonard. 
' HereJ Father, if you wish to do a good work, take some of 
these people and the buckets they use to water the slaves. 
Let three or four men get on to each roof and extinguish 
the sparks as they fall, while others bring them water from 
the moat.' 

The priest sprang up and set to the task, at which he 
laboured gallantly for two long hours. Had it not been for 
his efforts the sheds and the slaves in them must have been 
burnt, for the sparks fell thick upon the dry thatch, which 
caught again and again. 

Now the sights and sounds grew more and more fearful. 
Maddened with fear, the remainder of the slave-drivers and 
their servants rushed from the flaming buildings, striving to 
escape from the fire. Some flung themselves desperately 
into the aloes and prickly-pears on the inner rampart, and 
climbing the palisade beyond, escaped into the marsh, while 
some collected on the open space, and at these the gun 
was fired from time to time when the smoke lifted. Others 
again ran to the dike of the slave camp begging for mercy, 
there to be shot by Otter, who never wearied in his task 
of revenge. From behind them also rose the hideous cries 
of the terrified slaves, who believed that they were about to 
be burned alive, and screamed as they dragged at their 
manacles. 

' Oh, it is like hell ! ' said Juanna to Leonard, as she 
buried her face in the grass that she might see no more, and 
to escape the suffocating smoke. She was right. 

So the time went on. One by one the roofs of the va- 
rious buildings fell in, and spouts of flame shot high into 
the air to descend about them in a rain of sparks. But at 
last the cries ceased, for even the slaves could yell no more ; 
the fire grew less and less, and the wind dropped. Then the 
sun rose on the scene of death and desolation. The morass 
was swept bare to the depth of many hundred yards, and the 
camp was a smoking ruin strewn with the dead. The walls 
of the Nest still stood, however, and here and there a charred 
post remained. Everything else was gone, ex^e^Xi ^^ Tccaiiga-- 
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I ziue, which had pseaped the flames, being built of brick and 
' stoue, aud roofed with tiu. 

e adventurers looked around them in silence, then they 
looked at each other. What a spectacle they presented in 
the clear light of the morning, as they stood by the gun 
which had done thein such signal service. All were begrimed 
with smoke and powder, and their clothes were burnt by the 
falliug sparks. Leonard's throat was a mass of bruises, his 
hands and face were bleeding, and he was ao stiff aTid hui-t 
that he could scai-eely move. Soa's hair was singed and cut 
by the bullet which had sliaved her head ; the priest's robe 
hung in charred threads, and his hands were blistered with 
fire ; Juanna's broidered Arab dress, torn by the brutal hand 
of Pereira, scarcely retained a trace of white, and her long 
dark locks wei-e tangled and powdered with bits of black- 
ened reed. All were utterly exhausted, that is, all except 
Otter, who advanced to speak to Iiconard, begrimed and 
stripped to the waist, but fresh and fierce as ever. 

' What is it, Otter ? ' he asked. I 

'Will the Baaa let me take these men,' and he nodded 
towards the freed slaves who had belonged to the Settle- 
ment, ' and hunt through the camp yonder ? Many of the 
devils still live, and wounded snakes strike hardest.' 

' As you like,' answered Leonard. ' Arm them with any- 
thing you can find and search the camp thoroughly. But 
be careful,' 

In ten minutes Otter was gone with the men. Then 
Leonard and the others fetched water and washed as best 
they might, the guard-house being assigned to Juanua and 
Soa, who made their toilet with the help of a comb they 
found in it. There also they discovered food, the rations 
of the sentry, of which they ate with such appetite as they 
might, and a plentiful supply of meal for the slaves. 

As they were finishing their breakfast Otter returned 
unharmed, though of the men who accompanied him five 
were missing. With him also were two of the four Settle- 
ment men who had been sent to fire the reeds on the pre- 
vious night. They were much exhausted, for their task had 
been no easy one, and fortunately for Leonard, it was only 
after long delay that they succeeded in it. Their two com- 
panions were dead : oue had been taken by an alligator in the 
water, and the other had fallen into a deep hole in the mo- 
rass, and striking his head against a log, was drowned there. 
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* Is it finished ? ' said Leonard to the dwarf. 

Otter nodded. 'Some are dead and some are fled/ he 
answered ; ' but from these last we have little to fear, for they 
believe that an army has come against them. Still that is 
not all the tale, Baas. We have taken one of them alive. 
Come and look at him, Baas.' 

Leonard clambered up the steps of the embankment, fol- 
lowed by the pthers. On its further side stood the group 
of Settlement men who had returned from scouring the 
camp, thin and haggard fellows, scarred by the slave-irons, 
but very fierce-looking. In their midst a white man crouched 
upon the ground, moaning with terror and misery. Just 
then he lifted his face, it was that of the Yellow Devil him- 
self. There lay that aged Iniquity, that hoary Shame 
caught at last in his own snares. 

' Where did you find him, Otter ? ' asked Leonard as they 
crossed the drawbridge. 

' In the magazine. Baas, and your gold with him, also many 
rifles and much powder. He had locked himself up there, 
but he had not the heart to fire the powder and make an end.' 

Pereira did not see them as yet, but raising his head he 
begged for water. 

* Give him blood,' said one of the men sullenly. * He has 
drunk it all his days, let it be his last drink.' 

Leonard motioned to Francisco the priest to bring water, 
^hen Pereira saw them and began to pray for mercy. 

* Antonio Pereira,' Leonard answered sternly, ' last night 
I and two companions, a woman and a black dwarf, set our- 
selves a task : to take this armed place of yours and rescue 
a white girl whoin you had condemned to slavery. It did 
not seem possible that we should do it, but between sunset 
and rise we have done it. Who helped us then ? — that 
we should have carried out this thing which was impossible. 
I will tell you ; God helped us as He helped this lady when 
she called on Him. Cry to God, then, to do that which is 
still more impossible — to help you. From me you will 
have justice and no more.' 

For a moment Pereira ceased whining, and a flash of the 
old ferocity came into his eyes. 

* Ah ! my friend,' he muttered, * if I had but known ! ' 
Then turning to Juanna he said: 'My dove, have I not 
treated you kindly ? Will you say no word for me, now 
that my enemies prevail against me?' 
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By way of auswer Juanna looked first at the Iniman 
reptile before her, and next at the bosom of her tora dress, 
now roughly pinned up with the spikes of aloe leaves. 
Then she turned and went. 

' Baas,' said Otter, 'may I speak ? ' 

' Speak on,' Leonard answered 

' Hearken, Yellow Devil,' said the dwarf. ' Ten years 
ago you took me, and I lay in thi.s camp a slave ; yes, in 
yonder shed. Here are die marks of the irons — your 
own seal. Ah ! you have forgotten the black dwarf or per- 
haps you never noticed him; but he remembers. Who 
could forget you, Yellow Devil, that once had slept beneath 
your roof ? I escaped, but as I fled I swore that, if I 
might, I would bring vengeance upon you. The years 
went by, and the hour came at last. I led the Baas to this 
plaoe. I found ytju this morning, and we are not parted 
yet, Yellow Devil. What did you boast last night — that 
you had sent twenty thousand of us black people to slavery ? 
Yes, and for every one that you have sold you have killed 
five — old men white with years, women with child, little 
children at the breast, you have murdered thein all. Ah ! 
yes, I have seen you laugh and kill them before the eyes o£ 
their mothers, as last night you killed the kitten. 

' And now your time has come at last. Yellow Devil, 
and T, Otter the dwarf, will give you to drink of your own 
medicine. What I you cry for mercy, you who never gave 
it even in a dream ? I tell you, did my chief yonder bid 
me loose you, I would disobey him even to force ; I, who 
would rather die than put aside his word on any other 
matter. 

'Look now at these men,' and he pointed to the Settle- 
ment people, who glared hungrily at the crouching wretch, 
much as hounds glare at a fox that is held aloft by the 
huntsman'; ' look at them ! Do you see mercy in their eyes ? 
They, whose father's and mothers you have murdered, whose 
little children you have stamped to death ? Wow ! Yellow 
Devil, the white men tell ns of a hell, a place where dead 
people are tormented. We know nothing of that, it is for 
the white people, and they may keep it all to themselves. 
Now you are beginning to taste that hell of yours ; only 
beginning, Yellow Devil. 

' Baas Leonard, I demand this man to be tried by us and 
deaJt with according to our customs, for it is against us 
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black folk that be has sinned most of all^ and we ask his 
blood in payment for our blood.' 

* What ! ' howled Pereira, * am I to be given over to these 
black dogs? Mercy! Mercy! Francisco, plead for me. 
Shrive me. I know I killed your brother, I had to do it. 
Plead for me ! ' and he rolled in the dust, trying to clasp 
Leonard's feet. 

' I cannot shrive you,' answered the priest shuddering, 
' but I will pray for you.' 

Then the hungry-eyed natives pounced upon Pereira to 
drag him thence, but Leonard broke through them saying : 

' I will have none of your savage cruelties here. Let the 
man be shot if you will, but no more.' 

As it chanced, however, Pereira was not destined to die 
by the hand of man, for even as Otter gripped him he 
turned livid, threw up his arms, groaned, and fell to the 
earth. 

Leonard looked at him ; he was dead, dead through the 
fear of death, for terror had stopped the beating of his 
wicked heart. 

* The Shepherdess prophesied truly,' cried Otter presently, 
* for the Heavens above have robbed us of our vengeance. 
Wow ! it is hard, but at least this one shall work no more 
evil.' 

* Carry it away,' said Leonard with a shudder, for the dead 
man's face was ghastly to behold. Then turning to him as 
if nothing had happened, he added : 

' Otter, take these men and loose the rest of the slaves ; 
then get the ammunition, rifles, and stores from the arms- 
hou^e and bring them to the water-gate. We must clear 
out of this place at once, or we shall have the escaped 
slavers and the crews of the dhows down upon us.' 

Thus then did fate at last find out Antonio Pereira, the 
Yellow DeviL 
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CHAPTER XV 



DISlLHrSIOX 



Once more it was morning, and the travellers 
encamped by that reedy point where they had left the big 
boats which they cut loose from the island. From the 
earliest dawn Leonard had been superintending the trans- 
port across the river of the hundreds of slaves whom they 
had released. There tliey were put on shore by the Settle- 
ment men, provided with a store of meal, and left to shift 
for themselves, it being found utterly impossible to take 
them any further. 

' There, they are gone,' said Otter, as the last boat-load 
set out under the charge of Peter. ' Well, let them go, the 
silly sheep. So much the less trouble for us, who, although 
we have a Shepherdess, can scarcely lead so large a flock, 
Wellj'we have pulled the Missie yonder out of tlje Slave 
Nest, and the Yellow Devil — ah I we have talked with him 
and all his crew. And now, are we to go on to win the 
gold — the real Yellow Devil, Baas ? ' 

' I suppose so, Otter,' answered Leonard, ' that is, if Soa 
keeps her word. But it isn't gold, it is rubies. At any 
rate we must make for the Settlement below Sena, to take 
these men back and see if we can hear anything of 
Mavoom.' 

'So,' said Otter after a pause. 'Well, the Shepherdess, 
as these Settlement people call her, will want to find her 
father. Say, Baas, she is proud, is she not ? She looks 
over our heads and speaks little.' 

'Yes, Otter, she is proud.' 

'And she is beautiful; no woman was ever so beautiful.' 

' Yes, Otter, she is beautiful.' 

'And she ia cold, Baas; she does not say "thank you " 
nicely for all that you have done.' 

' Perhaps she thinks it the more, Otter.' 

' Perhaps she thinks it the more. Still, she might say 
" thank you " to you. Baas, who are her — husband.' 

' What do you mean by that ? ' 
'I wean. Baas, that you bought her first, according to our 
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custom, and married her afterwards according to your own, 
and if that does not make her your wife, nothing can.' 

' Stop that fool's talk,' said Leonard angrily, < and never 
let me hear you repeat it. It was only a game that we 
played.' 

'As the Baas desires, so be it. I do but speak from my 
heart when I say that she is your wife, and some might 
think that not so ill, for she is fair and clever. Will the 
Baas rise and come to the river to bathe, that his soreness 
may leave him ? ' 

Leonard took the suggestion, and came back from his bath 
anew man, for rest and the cold water had acted on him like 
magic. He was still stiff, indeed, and remained lame on one 
leg for ten days or more, but, with the exception of an aching 
of the throat where Xavier had gripped him, no other ill 
effects were left. Among the booty of the slave camp was 
a good supply of clothing, flannel shirts, corduroy suits 
and hats. Casting aside the rags of the Portuguese uni- 
form in which he had disguised himself, Leonard put on 
some of these articles and reappeared in the camp dressed 
like an ordinary English colonist, roughly indeed, but 
becomingly. 

Meanwhile Juanna had been also making her toilet, with 
the help of Soa, who took this opportunity to tell her mistress 
the history of her meeting with Leonard Outram. But, 
either from design or because she forgot to do so, she did 
not at this time tell her about the agreement which had been 
entered into between them. As yet Soa had never spoken 
fully to her mistress of her early life or of the mysterious 
People of the Mist from whom she sprang, though she had 
taught her the language they spoke. Perhaps, for reasons 
of her own, she did not think this a favourable occasion on 
which to begin the story. 

When Soa had finished Juanna fell into a reverie. She re- 
membered that she had expressed no gratitude to Mr. Outram 
for his heroic rescue of her. Yet in her heart she was grateful 
enough. But for him she must now have been dead, and the 
world of light and love would have closed its gates upon her 
for ever. Still, mixed up with her gratitude and earnest 
admiration of the deed of heroism which had been wrought 
for her sake, was another feeling, a feeling of resentment 
and alarm. This stranger, this dark, keen-eyed, resolute 
man had bought her as a slave •, more, he Ix^^ ^cycL'i 'Owtwi.'^ 

8 
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ii form of marriage with her that was not all a form, for itl 
had been solemnly celebrated by a priest, and there o 
finger waa the memorial of it. Of eourse it meant nothing, j 
but the thought of it angered her and offended her pride. 

Like other women, Juanna Kodd had not come to tweutj 
years of age without dreaming of love, and, strange t 
her fancy had always chosen some such man as Leonard fotJ 
the hero of the story. But that the hero should present him*] 
self in this ultra-heroic fashion, that be should buy her withl 
gold, that he should go through a form of marriage with her^ 
within an hour of their first meeting — for these things she 
bad not bargained. It was a fact — that marriage was an 
accomplished fact, although it might be null and void, and 
the female mind has a great respect for accomplished iacts. 
To a woman of Juanna's somewhat haughty nature this 
waa very galling. Already she felt it to be bo, and as time 
went on the chain of its remembrance irked her more and 
more, a circumstance which accounts for much of her . 
subsequent conduct. J 

Thinking such thoughts as these, Juanua strolled backi 
towards the camp along a little pathway in the reeds, audi 
suddenly came face to face with Leonard. She was clad in a 
white Ai'ab robe, part of the loot, which she had adapted 
cleverly to the purposes of a dress, fastening it round her 
slender waist with an embroidered scarf. She wore no hat, 
and her rich dark hair was twisted into a great knot that 
shone in tlie sunlight. In her hand she held some crimson 
lilies which she had gathered, that made a spot of colour on 
the whiteness of her dress. The look of haunting terror 
was gone from her face, whose beauty had come back during 
her sleep; her changing eyes shone beneath their dark 
lashes, and she moved with the grace of a fawn. 

Seen thus in that pui-e and pearly light against the green 
background of the feathered i-eeds, nothing could have seemed 
more sweet and lovely than did this girl, this child of the 
forest and the river, who mingled in herself the different 
beauty of the Saxon and the Spaniard, ripened by the African 
sun and dignified by the long companionship of Mature. 
There was a grace about her movements, a purity in her face, 
a mystery in the wide eyes and curved and smiling lips such. 
as Leonard had never seen before, and which overcame him j 
utterly. Alas for the fickleness of the human heart ! from J 
that moment the adoration of his youth, the dream of his 1 
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lonely years of wandering, Jane Beach, began to grow faint 
and fade away. But though this was so, as yet he did not 
admit it to himself ; indeed, he scarcely knew it. 

Juanna looked up and saw him standing before her, proud 
and handsome, an air of command upon his thoughtful face, 
deep-chested, bearded, vigorous, a man amongst men. She 
saw the admiration in his eyes and blushed, knowing that, do 
what she would to prevent it, it was reflected in her own. 
She remembered all that this stranger had done for her, how 
he had risked his life a hundred times, how she would now 
have been dead and unlovely were it not for his intrepid 
deeds, and remembering, something stirred at her heart. 
Was it gratitude that moved her thus ? She did not know ; 
but whatever it was, she turned her head that he might not 
read it on her face. Another moment, and she was holding 
out her hand to him and smiling pleasantly. 

* Good morning,' she said. * I hope that you have slept 
well, and that you have no bad news.' 

* I spent eight hours in a state of absolute stupor,' he 
answered laughing, * and there is no news at all to speak 
of, except that I have got rid of those slaves, poor crea- 
tures. . I fancy that our friends, the slave-dealers yonder, 
have had enough of our company, and are scarcely likely 
to follow us.' 

Juanna turned a shade paler, and answered : 

* I trust so. At the least I have had enough of them. 
By the way, Mr. Outram, I — I — have to thank you for a 
great deal ; ' here her eyes caught the gleam of the gold 
circlet on the third finger of her left hand — * this ring 
belongs to you, I will return it at once.' 

'Miss Rodd,' said Leonard gravely, 'we have passed 
through a very strange adventure together, will you not 
keep the ring in remembrance of it ? ' 

Her strong impulse was to refuse. While she wore this 
ring the thought of that hateful scene and still more hateful 
mockery of marriage would be always with her. And yet, 
as the words of prompt refusal were on her lips, a feeling, 
an instinct, almost a superstition caused them to remain 
unspoken. ' You are very kind,' she said, 'but this is your 
signet-ring — is not that what you call it ? You cannot 
wish to give it to a chance acquaintance.' 

' Yes, it is my signet-ring, and if you will look at the 
crest and motto you will see that they are not inappropriate. 



iiS THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 

have had the advantage of a closer aGquaiutance than I can 
boast,' Leonard answered gravely, meutally oontrasting the 
difference of lier manner in acknowledging the priest's ser- 
yices and his own. 

From that hour till a certain conversation opened 
eyes, struggle as he would against it, Leonard disliked 
FranciBcn. He had a foolish British aversion to his class, 
and Juanna's marked partiality towards this particular 
individual did not lessen it in his instance. Prejudice is 
a strong thing, and wheu it is heightened by suspicion and 
jealousy, especially jealousy of the unacknowledged kind, it 
becomes formidable, both to him who entertains it and to 
him against whom it is entertained. 

When their meal was done they proceeded up the river 

, in the boats which they had captured from the slavers, each 

I boat being rowed by the best oarsmen among the Settlement 

I'lnen. Including women and children their party numbered 

some sixty souls. At evening they passed the island where 

they had left the company of slavers, but could see no sign 

of life upon it, and never learned whether the men perished 

or eacapeil. 

An hour later they encamped npon the bank of the river, 
and it was while they were sitting round the fire at night 
that Juanna told Leonard of the horrors which she had 
undergone during her dreadful sojourn with the slave cara- 
van. She told him also how she had torn leaves from the 
Bible which she chanced to have with her, and fixed them 
upon reeds whenever she could find an opportunity of so 
doing, in the hope that they might guide her father, should 
he return and attempt her rescue. 

' It is all like a nightmare,' she said; 'and as for that 
hideous farce of marriage with which it ended, I can scarcely 
bear to think of it.' 

Then Francisco, who had been sitting silent, spoke for 
the first time. 

' You speak, Seflora,' he said in his subdued voice, ' of that 
" hideous farce of marriage," and I suppose you mean the 
ceremony which I performed between you and the SeSor 
Outram, being forced to the act by Pereira. It is my duty to 
tell you both that, however irregular this raarria^ may have 
been, I do not believe it to be a farce. I believe that you 

B lawfully man and wife until death shall part you, unless 

' ' " " e should annul the union, as he alone can do.' 
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* Nonsense, nonsense/ broke in Leonard, * you forget that 
there was no consent 5 that we are of another religion, and 
that the form was necessary to our plot.' 

' The Church knows nothing of the reasons which lead to 
the undertaking of wedlock,' Francisco answered mildly. 
* They are various, and many of them would not bear inves- 
tigation. But you were married without any open protest 
on your part, on Portuguese territory, according to Portu- 
guese custom, and by a duly qualified priest. The fact that 
you are of the Protestant religion, and were united by the 
Catholic ritual, does not matter at all. For the purposes 
of the ceremony you accepted that ritual, as is customary 
when a Protestant marries a Catholic. It is disagreeable 
for me to have to tell you this, but the truth remains : I 
believe that you are man and wife before Heaven and the 
world.' ^ 

Here Juanna sprang to her feet, and even in that light 
Leonard could see that her breast was heaving and her eyes 
shone with anger. 

* It is intolerable that I should be forced to listen to such 
falsehoods,' she said, * and if you ever repeat them in my 
hearing, Father Francisco, I will not speak to you again. 
I utterly repudiate this marriage. Before the ceremony 
began, Mr. Outram whispered to me to go through with the 
" farce," and it was a farce. Had I thought otherwise I 
should have taken the poison. If there is any founda- 
tion for what the Father says, I have been deceived and 
entrapped.' 

* Pardon, Sefiora,' replied the priest ; * but you should not 
speak so angrily, the Senor Outram and I only did what we 
were forced to do.' 

' Supposing that Father Francisco is right, which I do not 
believe,' said Leonard with sarcasm, * do you think. Miss 
Eodd, that such a sudden undertaking would be more to my 
liking than to yours ? Believe me, had I wished to " deceive 
and entrap " you, I could not have done so without involv- 
ing myself, since, if the marriage is binding, it is binding 
on both parties, and even such a humble individual as I am 
does not take a wife on the faith of a five minutes' acquaint- 
ance. To be frank, I undertook your rescue for purposes 
far other than those of matrimony.' 

1 The Editor does not hold himself responsible for Father Francisco's 
views on ecclesiastical marriage law. 
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Might I ask what they were ? ' replied Juanna, in a tone 
.of eq^ual acerbity. 

' Certainly, Miss Kodd. But first I must explain that I 
am no knight-errant. I am. an almost penniless adventurer, 
and for urgent reasons of my own I seek to win foi-tune. 
Therefore, when the woman yonder,' and he pointed to Soa, 
who was sitting watching them just out of range of the tire- 
light, ' came to me with a marvellous tale of a countless 
treasure of rubies, which she promised to reveal to me if I 
would undertake the little matter of your rescue, and when 
she even paid down a specimen stone of considerable value 
on account, having nothing better to do and nowhere to go, 
being in short desperate, I consented. Indeed, I did more, 
I took the precaution of reducing the matter to writing, I 
being one eontractiug party, and Soa, acting on ber own 
behalf and as youi' attorney, being the other.' 

'I have not the least idea to what you allude, nor did 1 
ever give Soa any authority to sign documents on my behalf. 
But may I see this writing ? ' 

' Certainly,' Leonard answered ; and rising be went to the 
bag^ge, whence he returned presently with a lantern and 
the prayer-book. 

Juanna placed the lantern beside her and opened the 
book. The first thing that sbe saw was a name on the tly- 
leaf, ' Jane Beacb,' and beneath it this inscription, which 
evidently had been written by some one in a great huiTy : 
' To dearest Leonard from Jane. 23 Jan.' 

'Turn over,' he said hastily, 'the document is on the 
other side.' 

She was not slow to note both the writing and the confu- 
sion which her perusal of it caused him. Who was Jane 
Beach she wondered, and why did she call Mr. Outram 
' dearest Leonard ' ? In a moment, so strange are the hearts 
of women, Juanna felt herself much prepossessed against 
her, whoever she might be. But she turned the leaf and 
read the agreement It was a pretty sight to see her bend- 
ing over the cramped writing in the circle of the lantern- 
light, but when at length sbe had finished and looked up, 
there was a smile upon ber lovely face which had more of 
scorn in It than was pleasant. 

' Come hither, Soa,' she said, 'and tell me wliat all this 
nonsense means about rubies and the People of the 

^fiBt• 
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* Shepherdess/ answered Soa, squatting down on the 
ground before her, * it is not nonsense. The language which 
I taught you when you were little is that of this people. It 
is a true tale, though hitherto I have hidden it from you 
and your father, Mavoom, lest Mavoom should seek to win 
the precious stones and come to his death through them. 
Listen, Shepherdess,' and she repeated the outlines of the 
story with which she had already made Leonard acquainted, 
ending thus : 

* I told this tale to the White Man because I saw that he 
was greedy, after the fashion of his race, and my strait was 
desperate. For this reason I bribed him with the red stone, 
and with the promise that I would lead him to the land of 
the People of the Mist, for had I not done so he would never 
have used his wit or put out his strength to rescue you from 
the Yellow Devil. Therefore it was also that I marked this 
paper on your behalf and my own, knowing well that I had 
no right to speak for you, and that by-and-by you could 
refuse to abide by it, though I am bound/ 

' Frank, at any rate,' said Leonard to himself. * What an 
attorney the old lady would have made ! ' 

* Say, Soa,' asked Juanna, * to succeed in the search for 
these stones is it necessary that I should act a part among 
your people ? ' 

* I can see no other way,' she answered. * But what of 
that ? You are free, and what I promised on your behalf 
is nothing. Let the White Man go without his reward, it 
will save him a long journey.' 

* Attorney ! ' murmured Leonard in admiration, ^ she ought 
to be Attorney-General.' 

' Wow ! The wicked old cheat ! ' put in Otter. ' If I had 
my way I would break her neck, though she is so clever 
with the big gun.' 

Juanna took no notice of these asides. For a moment she 
remained in thought, then looked up smiling. 

* Really,' she said, *this is a capital legal document. But 
oh ! Mr. Outram, why did you dispel my illusions ? You 
see, I have been making up such a romantic story out of 
this adventure. You were the knight-errant, and I was the 
Christian maiden in the hands of the ogre, and when you 
heard of it you buckled on your armour and started to the 
rescue. And now you bring me down to the nineteenth, 
century with a run. 
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' It 18 not kiiight-eirautry, but a commercial transaction 
I am Sm difficulty, but by playing a certain undefined part 
you believe that I shall be able to help you to secure trea- 
sure ; therefore you agree to undertake the risk. I am igno- 
rant of what I am to do, for as yet nobody has explained it 
to me, but you need have no fear, I shall not repudiate, as 
Soa suggests with ao much candour. Certainly 1 shall try 
my best to help you in this business, if I can, for you have 
worked hard and endangered your life, Mr. Outram, and 
I am sure that you have earned your money, or rather the 

Erospect of it. Really it is all very amusing,' and she 
lughed merrily. 

As for Leonard, he sat before her, mad with secret wrath 
and burning with shame. What a fool he had been thus to 
expose himself to the shafts of this girl's tongue — this 
girl, whose beauty was only equalled by her malice. He 
wished that his band had withered before he wrote that 
accursed document. But now the only thing to do was to 
face it out. 

' I am glad that you see me in my true light at last, Misa 
Eodd,' he said. ' It simplifies matters. I entered into that 
agreement because it seemed to give me a remote chance of 
attaining my end, which is money. It does not quite follow, 
however, that I should not have attempted your rescue had 
there been no agreement ; but, of course, I can not expect 
you to believe that.' 

' I assure you, Mr. Outram, that I am deeply obliged to 
you for your caution. It has lifted a great weight from ray 
mind, for if in any way I can help you to obtain posaessiou 
of the valuables of this People of the Mist I shall have paid 
off an obligation which at present crushes me.' 

' We shall have to start early to-morrow morning, so with 
your permission I think that I will be turning in,' said 
Leonard, springing up with singular alacrity. 

Juanna watched him go with innocent eyes, and as he 
passed she saw by the firelight that his face was like a 
thunderstorm. ' I have made him angry this time,' she 
thought to herself, ' and I ara glad of it. What business 
had he to rescue ms for money ? But he is a strange man, 
and I don't think that I quite understand him. I wonder 
who Jane Beach is ? I suppose that she wants the money. 
Women generally do, or at least they did in Durban.' 

Then she spoke aloud: 'Soa, come here while I un- 
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dress, and tell me again all about your meeting with Mr. 
Outram, and wliat he said, forgetting nothing. You have 
put me to shame, Soa, with your talk, and I will never 
forgive you. Tell me also how / can help to win the 
treasure of the People of the Mist ! ' 



CHAPTER XVI 

MISUNDERSTANDINGS 

For some days after the acrimonious conversation that has 
been reported, the relations between Leonard and Juanna 
were not a little strained, although the necessities of travel 
brought them into continual contact. Both felt that they 
had cause of complaint against the other, and both were at 
heart somewhat ashamed of the part which they had played. 
Leonard regretted ever having made the agreement with 
Soa, and Juanna, now that she had cooled down a little, 
regretted having spoken as she did upon the subject. Her 
pride was offended ; but, after all, how could he know ? 
Besides, he was an adventurer, and it was natural that he 
should make terms. Doubtless also his anxiety to win 
fortune had to do with the lady whose name was written 
in the prayer-book. 

Perhaps this lady was only a maiden aunt, but a great 
desire seized Juanna to know about her; and when such a 
wish enters the heart of woman it is probable that she will 
find a means to satisfy it. Having no one else to ask, 
Juanna sounded Otter, with whom she was on friendly 
terms, only to find that the subject of Jane Beach did not 
interest the dwarf. He hazarded a remark, however, that 
doubtless she was one of the Baas's wives when he lived in 
his big kraal over the water. 

This disgusted Juanna somewhat, but the allusion to a 
' big kraal * excited the curiosity, of which she had a certain 
share, and very adroitly she questioned the dwarf concern- 
ing it. . He rose to the fly without hesitation, and told her 
that his master had been one of the greatest men in the 
world, and one of the richest, but that he lost his posses- 
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sioiis tlu'ough the wicked arts of foemeu, and was con 
this country to seek new ones. 

Indeed Otter enlarged upon tlie theme, and, anxious to 
extol his beloved chief's worth in the eyes of the Shephei ' 
esa, it would not be too much to say that he drew upon hia 
own imagination. Leonard, he declared, had owned country 
as wide as a horse could gallop aci'usa in a day ; more 
he had two hundred tribesmen, heads of families, who fed 
upon oxen killed for them — twenty oxen a week ; and ten 
principal wives had called him husband. Juanna asked for 
the titles of the wives, whereon the undefeated Otter gave 
them all Kaffir names, not neglecting to describe their 
lineage, personal charms, and the number and sex of their 
children. The tale took about two hours to tell, and after 
liearing it Juanna conceived a great respect for Otter, but 
she saw clearly that if she wished for reliable information 
she must obtain it from Leonard himself. 

It was not till the last day of their journey that Juanna 
found the opportunity she sought. The voyage had been 
most prosperous, and they expected to reach the ruined 
Settlement on tlie morrow, though whether or not they 
would find Mr, Rodd there was a matter of anxious con- 
jecture, especially to his daughter. Day after day they 
rowed and sailed up the great river, camping at night upon 
its banks, which would have been pleasant bad it not been 
for the mosquitoes. But all thia while Leonard and Juanna J 
saw little of each other, though they met often enough. On ff 
this particular occasion, however, it chanced that they were 1 
journeying in the same boat, alone, except for the rowers. ] 

Possibly Juanna had contrived that it should be so, for 
as a general rule, in pursuit of his policy of avoiding a 
disagreeable young person, Leonard travelled with Otter in 
the tirst boat, while Juanna was accompanied by Francisco 
and Soa in the second. To the priest, indeed, she made her- 
self very agreeable, perhaps to show Leonard how charming 
she could be when she chose. She conversed with him by 
the hour together as though he were a woman friend, and 
his melancholy eyes would lighten with pleasui-e at her 
talk. Indeed Francisco had something of the feminine in 
his nature ; Ma very gentleness was womanly, and his slight 
stature, delicate hands and features heightened this impres- 
sion. In face he was not unlike Juanna herself, and as 
time went on the resemblance seemed to grow. Had he 
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been arrayed in a woman's loose attire it would have been 
easy to mistake one for the other in the dusk, although she 
was the taller of the two. 

The accident of his profession caused Juanna to admit 
Francisco to an intimacy which she would have withheld 
from any other man. She forgot, or did not understand, 
that she was playing a dangerous game — that after all he 
was a man, and that the heart of a man beat beneath his 
cassock. Nobody could be more charming in her manner 
or more subtle in her mind than Juanna, yet day by day 
she did not hesitate to display all her strength, before the 
unfortunate young priest, which, in addition to her beauty, 
made her somewhat irresistible, at any rate on the Zambesi. 
Friendship and ignorance of the world were doubtless at the 
bottom of this reprehensible conduct, but it is also possible 
that unconscious pique had to do with it. She was deter- 
mined to show Leonard that she was not always a disagree- 
able person whom it was well to avoid, or at least that 
others did not think so. That all these airs and graces 
might have a tragic effect upon Francisco never occurred to 
her till too late. 

Well, for once the order of things was changed ; Leonard 
and Juanna sat side by side in the first boat. The evening 
was lovely, they glided slowly by the reed-fringed bank, 
watching the long lights play upon the surface of the lonely 
river, listening to the whistling wings of the countless wild- 
fowl overhead, and counting the herds of various game that 
roamed upon the plains beyond. 

For a while neither of them spoke much. Occasionally 
Juanna would call her companion's attention to some water- 
flower or to a great fish darting from the oars, and he 
w<5uld answer by a word or a nod. His heart was wroth 
with the girl, as Otter would have said ; he wondered why 
she had come with him — because she was tired of the 
priest perhaps. He wished her away, and yet he would 
have been sorry enough had she gone. 

For her part Juanna desired to make him speak, and did 
not know how to break through his moody silence. Sud- 
denly she leaned back in the boat and began to sing in a 
rich contralto voice that moved him. He had never heard 
her sing before, had never heard any good singing for many 
years indeed, and he was fond of singing. The song she 
sang was a Portuguese love-song, very tender and passion- 
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^^^^^■ate, addressed by a bereaved lover tp his dead mistress, and 
^^^^^B 8he put much expression into it. Presently she ceased, 
^^^^^1 and he noticed that hei' beautiful eyes were full of tears, 
^^^^BSo she could feel ! 

^^^^H ' That is too sad,' she said with a little laugh, and then 
^^^^B burst into a Kaffir boat-song, of which the Settlement na- 
^^^^1 tives, joyous in the prospect of once more seeing their 
P home, took up the chorus gleefully. Presently she wearied 

I of the boat-chant. 'I am tiring you,' she said, 'I daresay 

L that you do not care for singing.' 

^^^_ ' On the contrary. Miss Kodd, I am very fond of it. 
^^^^L Your voice is good, if you will allow me to say so, and it 
^^^^H has been trained. I do not quite understand how you can 
^^^^P have bad the opportunity to learn so many things ; mu 
^^^^ for instance.' 

r ' I suppose, Mr. Outram, you think that I should \ 

I sort of savage by rights ; but as a matter of fact, although 

^^^^^ we have lived on the Zambesi, I have had some chances 
^^^^^ There is always a certain amount of trade on the river, 
^^^^H means of which we often obtain books and other thin^ 
^^^^B and are brought into occasional contact with European 
^^^" merchants, travellers, and missionaries. Then my father 
' is a gently-born and well-educated man, though circumstan- 

ces have caused him to spend his life in these wild places 
He was a scholar in his day and he has taught me a good 
deal, and I have picked up more by reading. Also, for 
nearly three years I was at a good school in Durban and 
did ray best to improve myself there, I did not wish to 
grow up wild because I lived among wild people/ 

' Indeed, that explains tl^e miracle. And do you like 
living among savages 1 ' 

, ' I have liked it well enough hitherto, but this last adven- 
ture has sickened me. Oh I it was dreadful. Had I not 
L been very strong I could never have endured it ; a nervous 

■ "woman would have been driven mad, Tes, I have liked it 
jTvell enough ; I have always looked upon it as a preparation 
Jlorlife. I think that the society of nature is the best edu- 
Ication for the society of man, since until you understand 

■ and are in sympathy with the one, you cannot really under- 
rstand the other. Now I should like to go to Europe and see 
r the world and its civilisations, for I know from what stuff 

they were evolved. But perhaps I never shall ; at any rate, 
\ I have to iind my dear father first,' and she sighed. 
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Leonard made no answer, he was thinking. 
' And you, Mr. Outram, do you care for this life ? ' 
' I ! ' he exclaimed bitterly. ^ Like yourself, Miss Rodd, 
I am the victim of circumstances and must make the best 
of them. As I told you I am a penniless adventurer seek- 
ing my fortune in the rough places of the earth. Of course 
I might earn a livelihood in England, but that is of no use 
to me ; I must win wealth, and a great deal of it.' 

* What is the good ? ' she said. * Is there any object in 
wearing out one's life by trying to grow rich ? ' 

*That depends. I have an object, one which I have 
sworn to fulfil.* 

She looked at him inquiringly. 

* Miss Rodd, I will tell you. My brother, who died of 
fever some weeks ago, and I were the last male survivors 
of a very ancient house. We were born to great prospects, 
or at least he was ; but owing to the conduct of our father, 
everything was lost to us, and the old home, which had 
been ours for centuries, went to the hammer. That was 
some seven years ago, when I was a man of three-and- 
twenty. We swore that we would try to retrieve those 
fortunes — not for ourselves so much, but for the sake of 
our family — and came to Africa to do it. My brother is 
dead, but I inherit the oath and continue the quest, how- 
ever hopeless it may be. And now, perhaps, you will 
understand why I signed a certain document.* 

* Yes,' she said, ^ I understand now. It is a strange 
history. But tell me, have you no relations left?' 

* One, I believe, if she still lives — a maiden aunt, my 
mother's sister.' 

' Is she Jane Beach ? ' she asked quickly. ' Forgive me, 
but I saw that name in the prayer-book.' 

* No,' he said, ' she is not Jane Beach.' 

Juanna hesitated ; then curiosity and perhaps other feel- 
ings overcame her, and she asked straight out — 

' Who is Jane Beach ? ' 

Leonard looked at Juanna and remembered all that he 
had suffered at her hands. It was impertinent of her to 
ask such a question, but since she chose to do so she should 
have an answer. Doubtless she supposed that he was in 
love with herself, doubtless her conduct was premeditated 
and aimed at the repression of his hopes. He would show 
her that there were other women in the world, and that 
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one of them at any rate had not thought bo poorly of him. 
It was foolish conduct on his part, but then people suffer- 
ing under unmerited snubs, neglect and mockery at the 
handa of a lady they admire, are apt to lose theii' judgment 
and do foolish things. So he answered : 

' Jane Beach is the lady to whom I was engaged.' 

'I guessed it,' she replied with a smile and a shiver. 
I guessed it when I saw that you always carried the prayer- 
book about with you.' 

' You forget, Miss Rodd, that the prayer-book contains 
an agreement which might become valuable.' 

Juanna took no heed of his sarcasm, she was too intent 
on other thoughts. 

' And are you engaged to her now ? ' 

'No, I suppose not. Her father broke ofE the match 
when we lost our fortunes.' 

' She must have been very sorry ? ' 

' Yes, she was very sorry.' 

' How interesting ! You must not think me curious, Mr. 
Outrara, but I have never come across a love affair — that 
is a white love affair —out of a novel. Of course she often 
writes to you ? ' 

'I have never heard from her since I left England.' 

' Indeed ! Surely she might have written or sent a 



' I suppose that her father forbade it,' Leonard answered; 
but in his heart he also thought that Jane might have 
written or sent a message, and could well guess why none 
had come. 

' Ah ! her father. Tell me, was she very beautiful ? ' 

'She was the loveliest woman that I ever saw — except 

one who is sitting at my side,' he added to himself. 

' And do you love her very much ? ' 

' Yes, I loved her very much.' 

If Juanna heard the change of tense she took no note of 

I it ; it was such a little thing, only one letter. And yet 

I what a vast gulf there is between love and loved! It is 

I measureless. Still, most people have crossed it in their 

I lives, some of them more than once. He told her the exact 

truth, but after a woman's fashion she added to the truth. 

He said that he had loved Jane Beach, and she did not 

doubt that he still loved her more than ever. How was 

she to know that the image of this far-away and hateful 
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Jane was fading from his mind, to be replaced by that of 
a certain present Juanna? She took it all for granted, 
and filled in the details with a liberal hand and in high 
colours. 

Juanna took it all for granted. Again she shivered, and 
her lips turned grey with pain. She understood now that 
she had loved him ever since the night when they first met 
in the slave camp. It was her love, as yet unrecognised, 
which, transforming her, had caused her to behave so badly. 
It had been dreadful to her to think that she should be 
thrust upon this man in a mock marriage ; it was worse to 
know that he had entered on her rescue not for her own 
sake, but in the hope of winning wealth. In the moment 
of her loss Juanna learned for the first time what she had 
gained. She had played and lost, and she could never 
throw those dice again; it was begun and finished. 

So Juanna thought and felt. A little more experience 
of the world might have taught her differently. But she 
had no experience, and in such novels as she had read the 
hero seldom varied in the pursuit of his first love, or turned 
to look upon another. Ah ! if all heroes and heroines acted 
lip to this golden rule what an uncommonly dull world it 
would be ! 

Juanna gathered her energies, and spoke in a low, steady 
voice : ^ Mr. Outram,' she said, ^ I am so much obliged to 
you for telling me aU this. It interests me a great deal, and 
I earnestly hope that Soa's tale of treasure will turn out to 
be true, and that you may win it by my help. It will be 
some slight return for all that you have done for me. Yes, 
I hope that you will win it, and buy back your home, and 
after your years of toil and danger live there in honour, and 
happiness, and — love, as you deserve to do. And now I 
ask you to forgive me my behaviour, my rudeness, and my 
bitter speeches. It has been shamefii, I know; perhaps 
you will make some excuse for me when you remember all 
that I have gone through. My nerves were shaken, I was 
not myself — I acted like a half-wild minx. There, that 
is all.' 

As she spoke Juanna began to draw the signet-ring from 
her left hand. But she never completed the act. It was 
his gift to her, the only outward link between her and the 
man whom she had lost — why should she part with it? It 
reminded her of so much. She knew now that this mock 
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\ tliat is, so far as she 
le had indeed given her 
spirit into his keeping — uot herself, but her better half and 
her love ; and those solemn words spoken over her in that 
dreadful pluee and time had consecrated the gift. It was 
nothing, it meant nothing ; jet on her it should be binding, 
though not on him. Yes, aU her life she would remain as 
true to him in mind and act as though she had indeed 
become his wife on that night of fear. To do so would be 
her only happiness, she thought, though it was strange that 
in her sorrow she should turn for comfort to this very event, 
the mere mention of which had moved her to scoru and 
bitterness. But so it was, and so let it be, 

Leonard saw the look upon her face ; he had never seen 
anything (^uite like it before. With astonishment he heard 
her gentle words, and something of the meaning of look and 
words came home to him ; at any rate he understood that 
she was suffering. She was changed in his sight, he no 
longer felt bitter towards her. He loved her ; might it not 
be that she also loved him, and that here was the key to her 
strange conduct ? Once and for all he would settle the 
matter ; he would tell her that Jane Beact had ceased to 
be more than a tender memory to him, and that she had 
become all. 

' Juanna,' he said, addressing her by her Christian name 
for the first time. 

But there, as it was fated, the sentence began and ended, 
for at that moment a eanoe shot alongside of them, and 
Francisco's voice was heard hailing them through the fog. 

'Peter says that you have passed the camping place, 
Sefiora, He did not stop you because he thought that you 
knew it well.' 

'It was the mist. Father,' Juanna answered with a little 
laugh. ' We have lost ourselves in a mist.' 

A few minutes and they were on the bank, and Leonard's 
declaration remained unspoken. Hor did he make any 
attempt to renew it. It seemed to him that Juanna had 
built a wall between them which he could not climb. From 
that evening forward her whole attitude towards him 
She no longer angered him by bitter words; 
Eadeed, she was gentleness itself, and nothing could be 
Endlier or more friendly and open than her manner, but 
»re it began and ended. Once or twice, indeed, he 
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attempted some small advance, with the result that instantly 
she seemed to freeze — to become cold and hard as marble. 
He could not understand her, he feared her somewhat, and 
his pride took alarm. At the least he could keep his feel- 
ings to himself, he need not expose them to be trampled 
upon by this incomprehensible girl. 

So, although they were destined to live side by side for 
months, rarely out of each other's sight or thoughts, he 
went his way and she went hers. But the past and secret 
trouble left its mark on both. Leonard became sterner, 
more silent, watchful, and suspicious. Juanna grew sud- 
denly from a girl into a woman of presence and great natural 
dignity. She did not often laugh during those months, as 
had been her wont, she only smiled, sadly enough at times. 
Her thoughts would not let her laugh, for they were of 
what her life might have been had no such person as Jane 
Beach existed, and of what it must be because of Jane 
Beach. Indeed this unknown Jane took a great hold of her 
mind — she haunted her. Juanna pictured her in a dozen 
different shapes of beauty, endowed with many varying 
charms, and hated each phantasm worse than the last. 

Still, for a while she would set it up as a rival, and try to 
outmatch its peculiar fancied grace or loveliness ; a strange 
form of jealousy which at length led Otter to remark to 
Leonard that the Shepherdess was not one woman but 
twenty women, and, therefore, bewitched and to be avoided. 
But these fits only took her from time to time. For the 
most part she moved among them a grave and somewhat 
stately young lady, careful of many things, fresh and lovely 
to look upon, a mystery to her white companions, and to 
the natives little short of a goddess. 

But wherever Juanna moved two shadows went with her ; 
her secret passion and the variable image of that far-off 
English lady who had robbed her of its fruit. 
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CHAPTER XVII 



THE DKATH OF MAVOOM 

One more day's journeying brought tlje party to the ruined 
Settlement, which they found in much the same condition 
as the Arabs had left it a few weeks before. Fortunately 
the desbrnction was not nearly so great as it appeared. The 
inside of the house, indeed, was burnt out, but its walls still 
remained intact, also many of the hnts of the natives were 
standing. 

Messengers who left the canoes at dawn had spread tlie 
news of the rescue and return of the Shepherdess among the 
people of the neighbouring kraals, who flocked by scores to 
the landing-place. With these were at least a hundred of 
Mr. Eodd's own people who had escaped the clutches of the 
slave-traders by hiding, absence, and various other acci- 
dents, and now returned to greet his daughter and their 
own relatives as they would have greeted one risen from 
the grave. Indeed the welcome accorded to Juanna was 
most touching. Men, women, and children ran to her, the 
men saluting her with guttural voices aud uplifted arms, 
the women and children gesticulating, chattering, and kiss- 
ing her dress and hand. 

Waving them aside impatiently, Juanna asked the men 
if anything had been seen or heard of her father. They 
answered, 'Ko.' Some of their number had started up the 
river to search for him on the same day when she was cap- 
tured, but they had not returned, and no tidings had come 
from them or him. 

'Do not be alarmed,' said Leonard, seeing the distress 
and anxiety written on her face, ' doubtless he has gone 
further than he anticipated, and the men have not been able 
to find him.' 

'I fear that something has happened to him,' she an- 
swered, ' he should have been back by now : he promised to 
return within the fortnight.' 

By this time the story of the capture and destruction of 
the slave camp was spread abroad among the people by the 
rescued men, and the excitement rose to its height. Otter, 
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seeing a favourable opportunity to trumpet his master's fame, 
swaggered to and fro through the crowd shaking a spear 
and chanting Leonard's praises after the Zulu fashion. 

* Wow/' he said, * Wow I Look at him, ye people, and be 
astonished. 

* Look at him, the White Elephant, and hear his deeds. 
*In the night he fell upon them. 

* He fell upon them, the armed men in a fenced place. 
*He did it alone : no one helped him but a black monkey 

and a woman with a shaking hand. 

* He beguiled them with a tongue of honey, he smote them 
with a spear of iron. 

* He won the Shepherdess from the midst of them to be a 
wife to him. 

*He satisfied the Yellow Devil, he satisfied him with 
gold. 

* The praying man prayed over them, then strife arose. 

^ Their greatest warrior gave him battle, he broke him 
with his fist. 

'Then the Monkey played his tricks, and the Shaking 
Hand made a great noise, a noise of thunder. 

* They fell dead, they fell dead in heaps. 

'The fire roared behind them, in front of them the bullets 
hailed. 

* They cried like women, but the fire stayed not ; it licked 
up their strength. 

* Ashes are all that is left of them ; they are dead, the 
armed men. 

* No more shall they bring desolation ; the day of slavery 
is gone by. 

' Who did it ? He did it, the terrible lion, the black- 
maned lion with the white face. 

'He gave the slavers to the sword; he doomed their 
captain to death. 

' He loosened the irons of the captives. Now shall they 
eat the bread of freedom. 

* Praise him, ye people, who broke the strength of the 
oppressor. 

* Praise him, the Shepherd of the Shepherdess, who led 
her from the house of the wicked. 

* Praise him, ye Children of Mavoom, in whose hands are 
death and life. 
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' No such deeds have been told of in the land. Praise 
hiiiij the Deliverer, who gives you back your children ! ' 

'Ay, praise htm!' said Juanna, who was standing by. 
Praise him, children of my father, since but for him none 
if US would see the light to-day.' 

At this juncture Leonard himself arrived upon the scene, 
just in time to bear Jutmua's words. All the people of the 
Settlement took up tbe cry, and hundreds of other natives 
collected there joined in it. They rushed towards him 
shouting : ' Praise to thee, Shepherd of tbe Shepherdess I 
Praise to thee, Deliverer ! ' 

Then Leonard, in a fury, cauglit hold of Otter, vowing 
that if he dared to say another word he would instantly 
break his neck, and the tumult ceased. But from that 
day forward he was known among the natives as 'The 
Deliverer,' and by no other name. 

That evening, as Leonard, Juanna, and tbe priest sat at- 
meat within the walls of the Settlement-house, with the 
plunder of the slave camp piled about them, talking anx- 
iously of tbe fate of Mr. Rodd and wondering if anything; 
could be done to discover his whereabouts, they heard a 
stir among tbe natives without. At this moment Otter 
rushed in, crying : ' Mavoom has come ! ' 

Instantly they sprang to their feet and ran outside the 
house, headed by Juanna. There, borne on the shoulders 
of six travel-worn men, and followed by a crowd of na^ 
tives, they saw a litter, upon which lay the figure of a i 
covered with blankets. 

' Oh ! he is dead 1 ' said Juanna, stopping suddenly, and 
pressing her hands to her heart. 

For a moment Leonard thought that she was right. Be- 
fore lie could speak, however, they heard a feeble voice 
calling to the men who carried the litter to be more careful. 
in their movements, and once more Juanna sprang forward, 
crying, 'Father! Father!' 

Then the bearers brought their burden into the house and 
set it down upon the floor. Leonard, looking, saw before, 
him a tall and handsome man of about fifty years of a^e, 
and saw also by many unmistakable signs that he was at. 
the point of death. 

'Juanna,' gasped her father, 'is that yon? Then you 
I have escaped. Thank God 1 Now I can die happy.' 
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It would serve little purpose to set out in detail the 
broken conversation which followed, but by degrees Leon- 
ard learnt the story. It seemed that Mr. Rodd was dis- 
appointed in his purpose of purchasing the hoard of ivory 
which he went out to seek, and unwilling to return empty- 
handed, pushed on up the river with the hope of obtaining 
more. In this he failed also, and had just begun his home- 
ward journey when he was met by the party which Soa 
despatched, and heard the terrible tidings of the abduction 
of his daughter by Pereira. It was nightfall when the 
messengers arrived, and too dark to travel. 

For a while Mr. Eodd sat brooding over the news of this 
crushing disaster, perhaps the most fearful that could come 
to a father's ears ; then he did what he was but too prone 
to do — flew for refuge to the bottle. 

When he had drunk enough to destroy his judgment, he 
rose, and insisted upon continuing their march through the 
inky darkness of the night. In vain did his men remon- 
strate, saying that the road was rocky and full of danger. 
He would take no denial ; indeed, he vowed that if they 
refused to come he would shoot them. So they started, 
Mr. Eodd leading the way, while his people stumbled after 
him through trees and over rocks as best they might. 

The march was not a long one, however, for presently 
the men heard an oath and a crash, and their master van- 
ished ; nor could they find him till the dawn came to give 
them light. Then they discovered that they had halted 
upon the edge of a small but precipitous cliff, and at the 
bottom of the donga beneath lay Mavoom — not dead, 
indeed, but senseless, and with three ribs and his right 
ancle broken. For some days they nursed him there, till 
at length he decided upon being carried forward in a litter. 
So notwithstanding his sufferings, which were intense, they 
bore him homewards by short stages, till ultimately they 
reached the Settlement. 

That night Leonard examined Mr. Eodd's injuries, and 
found that they were fatal; indeed, mortification had 
already set in about the region of the broken ribs. Still 
he lived awhile. 

On the following morning the dying man sent for 
Leonard. Entering the room, he found him lying on the 
floor, his head supported in his daughter's lap, while the 
priest Francisco prayed beside him. He ^vslS-^x^^ \^^ ^-^cvs^. 
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now, for wheu mortifioation begins pain passes, and his 

mind was quite clear. 

* Mr, Oatram,' he said, ' I have learnt all the story of the 
taking of the slave camp and your rescue of my daughter. 
It was the pluckiest thing that I e^er heard of, and I only 
wish that I had been there to help in it.' 

'Don't speak of it!' said Leonard. 'Perhaps you have 
heard also that I did it for a consideration.' 

' Yes, they told me that too, and small blame to you. 
only that old fool 8oa had let me into the secret of those 
rubies I would have had a try for them years ago, as of 
course you will when I am gone. Well, I hope that you 
may get them. But I have no time to talk of rubies, for 
death has caught me at last, through my own fault as usual. 
If you ever take a drop, Outram, be warned by me and 
give it up ; but you don't look as if you did ; you look as 
I used to, before I learnt to tackle a bottle of rum at a 
sitting. 

' Now listen, comrade, I am in a hole, not about myself, 
for that must have come sooner or later, and it does not 
much matter when the world is rid of a useless fellow like 
me ; but about my girl here. What is to become of her ? 
I have not got a cent ; those cursed slavers have cleared me 
out, and she has no friend. How should she have, when I 
have been thirty years away from England ? 

' Look here, I am going to do the only thing I can do. I 
am going to leave my daughter in your charge, though it is 
rough on you, and as you deal with her, so may Heaven 
deal with you I I understand that there was some cere- 
mony of marriage between you down yonder. I don't know 
how you take that, either of you, or how far the matter 
will go when I am dead. But if it goes any way at all, I 
trust to your honour, as an English gentleman, to repeat 
that ceremony the first time you come to a civilised 
conutiy. If you do not care for each other, however, then 
Juanna must just shift, as other women have to do, poor 
things. She can look after herself, and I suppose that her 
face will help her to a husband some time. There is one 
thing : though she has n't a pound, she is the best girl that 
ever stepped, and of as good blood as you can be. There 
is no older family than the Rodds in Lincolnshire, and she 
is the last of them that I know of; also, her mother was 
well-born, although she was a Portugee. 
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* And now, do you accept the trust ? ' 

* I would gladly/ answered Leonard, * but how can I ? 
I propose to go after these rubies. Would it not be better 
that Father Francisco here should take your daughter to 
the coast ? I have a little money which is at her disposal.' 

' No,' answered the dying man with energy, ' I will only 
trust her to you. If you want to search for these rubies, 
and you would be a fool not to, she must accompany you — 
that is all. I know that you will look after her, and if the 
worst comes to the worst, she has a medicine to protect 
herself with, the same that she so nearly used in the slave 
camp. Now, what do you say ? ' 

Leonard thought for a moment, while the dying man 
watched his face anxiously. 

* It is a heavy responsibility,' he said, * and the circum- 
stances make it an awkward one. But I accept it. I will 
take care of her as though she were my wife, or — my 
daughter.' 

* Thank you for that,' answered Rodd. ' I believe you, 
and as to the relationship, you will settle that for your- 
selves. And now good-bye. I like you. I wish that we 
had known one another before I got into trouble at home, 
became a Zambesi trader, and — a drunkard.' 

Leonard took the hand which Mr. Rodd lifted with a 
visible effort, and when he released it, it fell heavily, like 
the hand of a dead man. Then, as he turned to go, he 
glanced at Juanna's face, but could make nothing of it, 
for it was as the face of a sphinx. 

There the girl sat, her back resting against the wall, her 
dying father's head pillowed upon her knee, motionless as 
if carved in stone. She was staring straight before her 
with eyes wide open and curved lips set apart, as though 
she were about to speak and suddenly had been stricken to 
silence. So still was she that Leonard could scarcely note 
any movement of her breast. Even her eyelids had ceased 
to quiver, and the very pallor of her face seemed fixed like 
that of a waxen image. He wondered what she was think- 
ing of ; but even had she been willing to bare her thoughts 
to him, it is doubtful whether she could have made them 
intelligible. Her mind was confused, but two things 
struggled one against the other within it, the sense of loss 
and the sense of shame. 

The father whom, notwithstanding his faults, she loved 



THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 



dearly, who indeed had been her companion, her teacher, 
her playmate and her friend, the dearest she had known, 
lay dying before her eyes, and with hia last breath he ci 
signed her to the care of the man whom she loved, and fi'i 
whom, as she believed, she was for ever separated. Would 
there, theu, be no end to the obligations under which she 
laboured at the hands of this stranger, who had suddenly 
taken posaession of her life ? And what fate was on her 
that she should thus be forced into false positions, whence 
there was no escape ? 

Did she wish to escape even ? Juanna knew not ; but as 
she sat there with a sphinx-like face, trouble and doubt, 
and many another fear and feeling, took so firm a hold 
of her that at length her mind, bewildered with its own 
tumult, lost its grip of present realities, and souglit refuge 
in dreams which she could not disentangle. No wonder, 
then, that Leonard failed to guess her thoughts, as she 
watched him go from the death-bed. 

Mr. Kodd died peacefully that evening, and on the fol- , 
lowing afternoon they buried him, Francisco performing 
the service. Three more days passed before Leonard had 
any conversation with Juanna, who moved about the place, 
pale, self-contained, and silent. Nor would he have spoken 
to her then had she not taken the initiative. 

'Mr. Outi-am,' she said, 'when do you propose to start 
upon this journey ? ' 

' Really, I do not know. I am not sure that I shall start 
at all. It depends upon you. You see I am responsible 
for you now, and I can scarcely reconcile it with my 
conaeience to take you on such a wild-goose chase.' 

'Please do not talk like that,' she answered. 'If it will 
simplify matters I may as well tell you at once that I have' 
made up my mind to go.' 

' Tou cannot unless I go too,' he answered smiling. 

' You are wrong there,' Juanna replied defiantly. ' I 
can, and what is more, I will, and Soa shall guide me. It 
is you who cannot go without me, that is if Soa tells the 
truth. 

' For good or evil we are yoked together in this matter, 
Mr. Outram, so it is useless for ua to try to pull different 
ways. Before he died, my dear father told yon his views 
plainly, and even if there were no other considerations 
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involved, such aa that of the agreement^ for, whatever 
you may think to the contrary, women have aome aenae of 
honour, Mr. Outrain — I would not disregard hia wishes. 
Besides, what else are we to do ? We are both ai^.ven- 
turers now, and both pennileas, or pretty nearly so. Per- 
haps if w8 succeed in finding this treasure, and it is 
sufficiently large, yon will be generous and give me a share 
of it, say five per cent., ou whioli to support my declining 
years,' and she turned and left him. 

' Beginning to show temper £^in,' aaid Leonai'd to him- 
self, ' I will aak Francisco what he thinks of it.' 

Of late, things had gone a little better between Leonard 
and the priest, not that the former had as yet any ootnplete 
confidence in the latter. Still, he understood now that 
Francisco waa a man of honest mind and gentle instincts, 
and naturally in this dilemma he turned to seek for counsel 
to his only white companion, Francisco listened to the 
story quietly; indeed, for the most part it was already 
known to him. 

'Well/ he said, when Leonard had finished, 'I suppose 
that you must go. The Seflora Juanna is not a young lady 
to change her mind when once she has made it up, and if 
you were to refuse to start, mark my words, she would 
make the expedition by herself, or try to do so. As to 
this story of treasure, and the possibility of winning it, I 
can only say that it seems strange enough to be true, and 
that the undertaking is so impracticable that it will prob- 
ably be successfully araompliahed,' 

' Hum,' said Leonard, ' sounds a little paradoxical, but 
after that slave camp business, like you, I am inclined to 
believe in paradoxes. And now. Father, what do you 
propose to do ? ' 

'I ? to accompany you, of course, if you will allow me. 
I am a priest and will play the part of chaperon, if I can 
do nothing else,' he added witli a smile. 

Leonard whistled and asked, ' Why on earth do you mix 
yourself up with such a doubtful business ? Tou have all 
your life before you; you are able, and may make a career 
for yourself in religion ; there is nothing for you to gain by 
this journey ; on the contrary, it may bring you death — 
or,' he added with meaning, ' sorrow which, cannot be 
forgotten.' 

' My life and death are in the hand of God,' the priest 
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answered harably. ' He appointed the beginning and He 
will appoint the end. Aa for that sorrow which cannot be 
forgotten, what if it is already with me ? ' And he touched 
his breast and looked up. 

The eyes of the two men met, and they understood each 
other. 

* Why don't you go away and try to forget her ? ' said 
Leonard. 

The speech was blunt, but Francisco did not resent it. 

'I do not go,' he answered, 'because it would be useless. 
So far as I am concerned the mischief is done ; for her 
there is none to fear. While I stay it is possible that I 
may be able to do her some service, feeble as I am. I have 
sinned a great sin, but she does not know, and will never 
know it whUe I live, for yon are a man of honour and 
will tell her nothing, and she has no eyes to see. What 
am I to her? I am a priest — no man, I am like a 
woman friend, and as such she is fond of me. No, I 
have sinned against Heaven, against myself, and her, and 
you. Aias ! who could lielp it ? She was like an angel in 
that Inferno, so land, so sweet, so lovely, and the heart is 
evil.' 

' Why do you say that you sinned against me, Francisco ? 
As to the lilies of your Church, I have my own opinion of 
them. Still, there they are, and perhaps they prick your 
conscience. But what harm have you done to me ? ' 

'I told you,' he answered, 'on the second night after the 
slave camp was burnt that I believed you to be man and 
wife. I believe it yet, and have I not sinned doubly there- 
fore in worshipping a woman who is wedded ? Still, I 
pray that as you are one before Heaven and the Church, 
so you may become one in heart and deed. And when this 
is so, as I think that it will be, cherish her, Outram, for 
there is no such woman in the world, and for you she will 
turn the earth to heaven.' 

' She might turn it to the other place ; such things Lave 
happened,' said Leonard moodily. Then he stretched out 
hia arm and grasped the priest's delicate hand. ' You are 
a true gentleman,' he added, 'and I am a fool. I saw 
something of all this and I suspected you. As for the 
marriage, there is none, and the lady cares nothing for me ; 
if anything, she dislikes me, and I do not wonder at it, 
moat women would under the circumstances. But what- 
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■ befalls, 1 honour you and always shall honour you. 
I must go this journey, it is laid on me that I should, and 
she insists upon going also, more from perversity than for 
any other reason, I fancy. So you ai-e coming too : wel!, 
we will do our best to protect her, both of us, and the 
future must look to itself.' 

* Thank you for your words,' Francisco answered gently, 
and turned away, understanding that Leonard thought him- 
self his companion in misfortune. 

When the Father bad goue, Leonard stood for a while 
musiug upon the curiously tangled web in which he found 
himself involved. Here he was, committed to a strange 
and desperate enterprise. Nor was this all, for about him 
were other complications, totally different from those that 
might be expected in connection with such a medifeval 
adventure, complications which, though they are frequent 
enough in the civilised life of men, were acai-cely to be 
looked for in the wilds of Africa, and amidst savage.s. 
Among his companions were his ward, who chanced also 
to be the lady whom he loved and desired to make his 
wife, but who, as he thought, cared nothing for him ; and 
a priest who was enamoured platouically of that same lady, 
and yet wished, with rare self-sacrifice, to bring about her 
union with another man. Here were materials enough for 
a romance, leaving the journey and the fabled treasure out 
of it; only then tbe scene should be laid elsewhere. 

Leonard laughed aloud as he thought of these things ; it 
was so curious tbat all this should be heaped upon him at 
once, so inartistic, and yet so like life, in which the great 
events are frequently crowded together without sense of 
distance or proportion. 

But even as he laughed, he remembered that this was no 
joking matter for anybody concerned, unless it were Juanna. 
Alas I already she was more to him than any treasure, and, 
as he thought, less attainable. Well, there it was, he 
accepted it as it stood. She had entered into his life, 
whether for good or for evii remained to be seen. He 
had no desire to repeat the experiment of his youth — to 
wear out his heart and exhaust himself in efTorts to attain 
happiness, which might after al! turn to wormwood on his 
lips. This time things should take their chance. The 
business of life remained to him, and he would follow it, 
for tbat is the mission of man. Its happiness must took 
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to itaelf, for that is the gift of Heaven, after which it ia 

useless to seek and to strive. 

Meantiine he could find time to pity Francisco, the priest 
with so noble a heart. 



CHAPTER XVI n 

BOA SHOWa HER TKUTH 

Three months had passed since that day, when Juanna de- 
clared her analterable determination to accompany Leonard 
upon his search for the treasures of the People of the Mist. 

It was evening, and a party of travellers were encamped 
on the aide of a river that ran through a great and desolate 
plain. They were a small party, three white people, namely, 
Leonard, Francisco antl Juanna, fifteen of the Settlement 
men under the leadership of Peter — that same headman 
who had been rescued from the slave camp — the dwarf, 
Otter, and Juanna's old nurse, Soa. 

For twelve weeks they had travelled almost without inter- 
mission with Soa for their guide, steering continually north- 
ward and westward. First they followed the course of the 
river in canoes for ten days or more ; then, leaving- the main 
stream, they paddled for three weeks up that of a tributary 
called Mavuae, which ran for many miles along the foot of 
a great range of mountains named Mang-anja. Here they 
made but slow progress because of the frequent rapids, 
which necessitated the porterage of the canoes over broken 
ground, and for considerable distances. At length they 
came to a rapid which was so long and so continuous that 
regretfully enough they were obliged to abandon the canoes 
altogether and proceed on foot. 

The dangers of their water journey had been many, but 
they were nothing compared to those that now environed 
them, and in addition to bodily perils, they must face the 
daily and terrible fatigue of long marches through an un- 
known country, cumbered as they were with arias and other 
absolutely necessary baggage. The country, through which 
they were now passing, was named Marengi, a land 
habited by man, the home of herds of countless game. 



i 



\ 




so A SHOWS HER TEETH 143 

On they went northward and upward through a measure- 
less waste ; plain succeeded plain in endless monotony, 
distance gave place to distance, and ever there were more 
beyond. 

Gradually the climate grew colder : they were traversing 
a portion of the unexplored plateau that separates southern 
from central Africa. Its loneliness was awful, and the 
bearers began to murmur, saying that they had reached the 
end of the world, and were walking over its edge. Indeed 
they had only two comforts in this part of their undertaking ; 
the land lay so high that none of them were stricken by 
fever, and they could not well miss the road, which, if Soa 
was to be believed, ran along the banks of the river that 
had its source in the territories of the People of the 
Mist. 

The adventures that befell them were endless, but it is 
not proposed to describe them in detail. Once they starved 
for three days, being unable to find game. On another 
occasion they fell in with a tribe of bushmen who harassed 
them with poisoned arrows, killing two of their best men, 
and were only prevented from annihilating them through 
the terror inspired by their fire-arms, which they took for 
magical instruments. 

Escaping from the bushmen, they entered a forest country 
which teemed with antelope and also with lions, that night 
by night they must keep at bay as best they could. Then 
came several days' march through a plain strewn with sharp 
stones which lamed most of the party ; and after this eighty 
or a hundred miles of dreary rolling veldt, clothed with rank 
grass just now brown with the winter frosts, that caught 
their feet at every step. 

Now at length they halted on the boundary of the land of 
the People of the Mist. There before them, not more than 
a mile away, towered a huge cliff or wall of rock, stretching 
across the plain like a giant step, far as the eye could 
reach, and varying from seven hundred to a thousand feet 
in height. Down the surface of this cliff the river flowed 
in a series of beautiful cascades. 

Before they had finished their evening meal of buck's 
flesh the moon was up, and by its light the three white 
people stared hopelessly at this frowning natural fortifica- 
tion, wondering if they could climb it, and wondering also 
what terrors awaited them upon its further side. They were 
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sUeut tliat niglit, fur a, great weariness had overcome tlienu \ 
and if the truth must be kuown, all three of them, regretted ] 
that they had ever undertaken this mad adventure. 

Leonaid glanced to the right, where, some fifty paces 
away, the Settlement men were crouched round the fire. 
They also were silent, and it was easy to see that the heart 
was out of them. 

' Won't somebody say something ? ' said Juauna at last 
with a rather pathetic attempt at playfulness. How could 
she be cheerful, poor girl, when her feet were sore and her 
bead was aching, and she wished that she were dead, almost. 

' Yes,' answered Leonard, ' I will say that I admire your 
pluck, r should not have thought it possible for any young 
lady to have gone through the last two months, and " come 
out smiling" at the end of tbem.' 

' Oh ! I am quite happy. Don't trouble about me,' she 
said, laughing as merrily as though there were no such 
things as sore feet and headaches in the world. 

' Ai-e you ? ' said Leonard, ' then I envy you, that is all. 
Here comes old Soa, and Otter after her. I wonder what 
is the matter now. Something disagreeable, I suppose.' 

Soa arrived and squatted down in front of them, her tall, 
spare form and somewhat sullen face looking more formi- 
dable than usual in the moonlight. Otter was beside her, 
and though he stood and she sat, their heads were almost 
on a level. 

' What is it, Soa ? ' said Leonard carelessly. 

'Deliverer,' she answered, for all the natives knew him 
now by this name, 'some months ago, when you were digging 
for gold yonder, in the Place of Graves, I made a bargain 
with you, and we set the bargain down on paper. In that 
paper I promised that if you rescued my mistress I would 
lead you to the land where precious stones were to be won, 
and I gave you one of those stones in earnest. You saved 
ray mistress, Mavoom her father died, and the time came 
when I must fulfil my promise. For my own part I would 
not have fulfilled it, for I only made that promise hoping 
to deceive you. But my mistress yonder refused to listen 
to me. 

' " No," she said, " that which you have sworn on my 
behalf and your own must be carried out. If you will not 
carry it out, go away, Soa, for I have dorte with you." 

' Then, Deliverer, rather than part with her whom I loved. 
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and whom I had nursed from a babe, I yielded. And now 
you stand upon the borders of the country of my people. 
Say, are you minded to cross them. Deliverer ? ' 
< What else did I come for, Soa ? ^ he asked. 

* Nay, I know not. You came out of the folly of your 
heart, to satisfy the desire of your heart. Listen, that tale 
I told you is true, and yet I did not tell you all the truth. 
Beyond that cliff live a people of great stature, and very 
fierce ; a people whose custom it is to offer up strangers to 
their gods. Enter there, and they will kill you thus.' 

* What do you mean, woman ? ' asked Leonard. 

* I mean that if you hold your life dear, or her life,' and 
she pointed to Juanna, ' you will turn with the first light 
and go back whence you came. It is true that the stones 
are there, but death shall be the reward of him who strives 
to steal them.' 

* I must say this is cheerful,' replied Leonard. * What 
did you mean, then, by all that story you told me about a 
plan that you had to win the treasures of this people? 
Are you a liar, Soa?' 

*I have said that all I told you was true,' she answered 
sullenly. 

* Very well, then, I have come a good many hundred miles 
to put it to the proof, nor am I going to turn back now. 
You can leave me one and all if you like, but I shall go on. 
I will not be made a fool of in this way.' 

*None of us have any wish to be made fools of, Mr. 
Outram,' said Juanna gently; *and, speaking for myself, I 
would far rather die at once than attempt a return journey 
just at present. So now, Soa, perhaps you will stop croak- 
ing and tell us definitely what we must do to conciliate these 
charming countrymen of yours, whom we have come so far 
to spoil. Remember,' she added with a flash of her grey 
eyes, * I am not to be played with by you, Soa. In this 
matter the Deliverer's interests are my interests, and his 
ends my ends. Together we stand or fall, together we live 
or die, and that shall be an unhappy hour for you, Soa, when 
you attempt to desert or betray us.' 

*It is well. Shepherdess,' she answered, 'your will is my 
will, for I love you alone in the world, and all the rest I 
hate,' and she glared at Leonard and Otter, * You are my 
father, jand my mother, and my child, and where you are, 
in deat^ or in life, there is my home. Let us go then 
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among this people of mine, there to perish miserably, bo 
that the Deliverer may seek to glut himself with wealth, 

'Listen; this is the law of my people, or this was theii' 
law when I left them forty years ago : That every stranger 
who passes through their gates should he offered as a sacri- 
fice to Aca the mother if the time of his coming should be in 
summer, and to JSl the son if the time of his coming be in 
winter, for the Miat-dwellers do not love strangers. But 
there is a prophecy among my people which tells, when 
many generations have gone by, that Aca the mother, and 
3%X the son, shall return to the land which once they ruled, 
clothed in the flesh of men. And the shape of Aca shall 
be such a shape as yours, Shepherdess, and the shape of JS,! 
shall be as is the shape of this black dog of a dwarf, whom 
when first I saw him in my folly I deemed immortal and 
divine. Then the mother and the son shall rule in the land, 
and its kings shall cease from kingship, and the priests of 
the Snake shall be their servants, and with them shall come 
peace and prosperity that do not pass away. 

' Shephei-dess, you know the tongue of the People of the 
Mist, for when you were little I taught it to you, because 
to me it is the most beautiful of tongues. You know the 
song also, the holy Song of Ee-arising, that shall be on 
the lips of Aca when she comes again, and which I, being 
the daughter of the high-priest, learned, with many another 
secret, before I was doomed to be a bride to the Snake 
and fled, fearing my doom. Now come apart with me. 
Shepherdess, and you. Black One, come also, that I may 
teach you your lesson of what you shall do when we meet 
the squadrons of the People of the Mist.' 

Juanna rose to obey her, followed by Otter, grumbling, 
for he hated the old woman as much as she hated him, and, 
moreover, he did not take kindly to this notion of masque- 
rading as a god, or indeed, to the prospect of a lengthened 
Bojourn amongst his adoring, but from all accounts some- 
what truculent, worshippers. Before they went, however, 
Leonard spoke. 

' I have heard you, Soa,' he said, ' and I do not like your 
words, for they show me that your heart is fierce and evil. 
Yes, tiiough you love the Shepherdess, your heart is evil. 
Jfow hear me. Should you dare to play us false, whatever 
may befall us, be sure of this, that moment you die. Go I ' 

' Spare your threats, Deliverer,' answered Soa haughtily. 
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* I shall not betray you, because to do so would be to betray 
the Shepherdess. But are you then a fool that you think I 
should fear death at your hands, who to-morrow with a 
word could give you all to torment ? Pray, Deliverer, that 
the hour may not be near when you shall rejoice to die by 
the bullet with which you threaten me, so that you may 
escape worse things.^ And she turned and went. 

* I am not nervous,' said Leonard to Francisco, * but that 
she-devil frightens me. If it were not for Juanna, she 
would cause us to be murdered on the first possible oppor- 
tunity, and if only she can secure her safety, I believe that 
she will do it yet.' 

* And I believe that she is a witch, Outram,' answered the 
priest with fervour, * a servant of the Evil One, such as are 
written of in the Scriptures. Last night I saw her praying 
to her gods ; she did not know that I was near, for the place 
was lonely, but I saw her and I never wish to see anything 
so horrible again. I will tell you why she hates us all so 
much, Outrara. She is jealous, because the Senora — does 
not hate us. That woman's heart is wicked, wickedness 
was born in her, yet, as none are altogether evil, she has 
one virtue, her love of the Senora. She is husbandless and 
childless, for even among the black people, as I have learnt 
from the Settlement men, all have feared her and shrunk 
from her notwithstanding her good looks. ^Therefore, every- 
thing that is best in her has gone to nourish this love for 
the woman whom she nursed from a babe. It was because 
of her fierceness that the Senor Eodd, who is dead, chose 
her for his daughter's nurse, when he found that her heart 
was hungry with love for the child, for he knew that she 
would die before she suffered harm to come to her.' 

*He showed a good judgment there,' said Leonard. 
' Had it not been for Soa, Juanna would have been a slave- 
girl now, or dead.' 

* That is so, Outram, but whether we showed good judg- 
ment in trusting our lives to her tender mercies is quite 
another matter. Say, Friend, do you think it well to go on 
with this business ? ' 

* Oh, confound it all ! ' said Leonard with irritation, ' how 
can we turn back now ? Just think of the journey and how 
foolish we should look. Besides, we have none of us got 
anything to live upon ; it took most of the gold that I had 
to bribe Peter and his men to accompany us. I daresay 
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that \re shall all be killed, that seeE 
for m^ part I really shaa't be sorry. 

Francisco, it is nothing but a struggle and a wretchedness, 
and I begin to feel that peace is all I can hope to win. I 
have done my best here according to my lights, so I don't 
know why I should be afraid of the future, especially as it 
has been taken out of me pretty well in the present, though 
of course I am afraid for all that, every man is. The only 
thing that troubles me is a doubt whether we ought to take 
Juanna into such a place. But really I do not know but 
what it would be as dangerous to go back as to proceed : 
those gentlemen with the poisoned arrows may have recov- 
ered from their fear of fire-arms by now.' 

' I wish we had nothing worse than the Hereafter to fear,' 
said Trancisco with a sigh. ' It is the journey thitlier that 
is so terrible. As for our expedition, having undertaken it, 
I think on the whole that we had better persevere, espe- 
cially as the Senora wishes it, and she is very hard to turn. 
After all our lives are in the hands of the Aimighty, and 
therefore we shall be just as safe, or unsafe, among the 
People of the Mist as in a European city. Those of us who 
are destined to live will live, arid those whose hour is at 
hand must die. And now good-night, for I am going to 
sleep.' 

Kext morning, shortly after dawn, Leonard was awak- 
ened by a hubbub among the natives, and creeping out of 
his blankets, he found that some of tbem, who had been to 
the river to draw water, had captured two bushmen belong- 
ing to a nomadic tribe that lived by spearing fish. These 
wretched creatures, who notwithstanding the cold only 
wore a piece of bark tied round their shoulders, were 
screaming with fright, and it was not until they had been 
pacified by gifts of beads and empty brass cartridge-cases 
that anything could be got out of them. 

When confidence had at length been restored, Otter ques- 
tioned them closely as to the country that lay beyond the 
wall of rock and the people who dwelt in it, through one of 
the Settlement men, who spoke a language sufficiently like 
their own to make himself understood. They replied that 
they had never been in that country themselves, because 
they dared not go there, but they had heard of it from 
others. 

The land was very cold and foggy, they said, so foggy 
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that sometimes people could not see each other for whole 
days, and in it dwelt a race of great men covered with hair, 
who sacrificed strangers to a snake which they worshipped, 
and married all their fairest maidens to a god. That was 
all they knew of the country and of the great men, for few 
who visited there ever returned again to tell tidings. It 
was certainly a haunted land. 

Finding that there was no more to be learnt from the bush- 
men, Leonard suffered them to depart, which they did at 
considerable speed, and ordered the Settlement men to make 
ready to march. But now a fresh difficulty arose. The 
interpreter had repeated all the bushmen's story to his 
companions, among whom, it is needless to say, it produced 
no small effect. Therefore when the bearers received their 
orders, instead of striking the little tent in which Juanna 
slept, and preparing their loads as usual, after a brief con- 
sultation they advanced upon Leonard in a body. 

'What is it, Peter?' he asked of the headman. 

'This, Deliverer: we have travelled with you and the 
Shepherdess for three full moons, enduring much hardship 
and passing many dangers. Now we learn that there lies 
before us a land of cold and darkness, inhabited by devils 
who worship a devil. Deliverer, we have been good ser- 
vants to you, and we are not cowards, as you know, but it is 
true that we fear to enter this land.' 

* What do you wish to do then, Peter ? ' asked Leonard. 

* We wish to return whence we came, Deliverer. Already 
we have nearly earned the money that you gave to us before 
we started, and we will take no more pay if we must win it 
by crossing yonder wall.' 

*The way back is far, Peter,' answered Leonard, ^and 
you know its perils. How many, think you, will reach 
their homes alive if I am not there to guide them ? For 
know, Peter, I will not turn back now. Desert me, if you 
wish, all of you, and still I will enter this country alone, or 
with Otter only. Alone we took the elave camp and alone 
we will visit the People of the Mist.' 

* Your words are true. Deliverer,' said Peter, ^ the home- 
ward way is jfar and its perils are many ; mayhap but very 
few of us will live to see their huts again, for this is an ill- 
fated journey. But if we pass yonder,' and he pointed to 
the wall of pock, * then we shall all of us certainly die, and 
be offered \^, a devil by devils.' 
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pulled his beard thoughtfully aud aald : -It 
Beema there is nothing else to say, Peter, except good-bye.' 

The headman saluted and was turning away with an 
abashed countenance when Juaima stopped hiui. Together 
with Otter and the others she had been listening to the ool- I 
loq^uy in silence, and now spoke for the first ticie. 

'Peter,' she said gently, ' when yon and your companions 
were in the hands of the Yellow Devil and about to he sold 
as slaves, who was it that rescued you ? ' 

'The Deliverer, Shepherdess.' 

' Yes. And now do my ears betray me, or do I hear you 
say that you and your brethren, who with many another 
were saved from shame and toil by the Deliverer, are about 
to leave him in his hour of danger ? ' 

' You have heard aright. Shepherdess,' the man answered 
sadly. 

' It is well, Peter. Go, children of Mavoom, my father, 
who can desert me in my need. For learn, Peter, that 
where you fear to tread, there I, a white woman, will pass 
alone with the Deliverer. Go, children of my father, and 
may peace go with you. Yet, as you know, I, who foretold 
the doom of the Yellow Devil, am a true prophetess, and I 
tell you this, that but a very few of you shall live to see 
your kraal again, and you will not be of their number, 
Peter. As for those who come home safely, their names 
shall be a mockery, the little children shall call them 
coward, and traitor and jackal, and one by one they shall 
eat out their hearts and die, because they deserted him who 
saved them from the slave-ship aud the scourge. Farewell, 
children of my father : may peace go with you, and may his 
ghost not come to haunt you on your path,* and with one 
indignant glance she turned scornfnlly away. 

' Brethren,' said Peter after a moment's pause, ' is it to be 
borne that the Shepherdess should mock as thus and tie 
Buoh ropes of shame about our necks ? ' 

' Ko,' tliey answered, ' we cannot bear it.' 

Then for a while they consulted together again, and pre- 
sently Peter stood forward and said: 'Deliverer, we will 
accompany you aud the Shepherdess into the country of 
devils, nor need you fear that we shall desert or betray 
you. Wc know well that we go to our death, every one of 
as; still it is better to die than to live bearing the burden 
of such bitter words as hide within the Shepherdess's lips.' 
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* Very well/ answered Leonard, * Get your loads and let 
us start.' 

* Ay ! It is well indeed/ put in Otter with a snort of in- 
dignation. * I tell you this, Peter, that before you left this 
place the words of the Shepherdess had come true for you 
and one or two others, for I should have fought you till I 
was killed, and though I have little wisdom yet 1 know 
how to fight/ 

Leonard smiled at the dwarf's rage, but his heart was 
heavy within him. He knew that these men had reason on 
their side, and he feared greatly lest their evil forebodings 
should come true and the lives of all of them pay forfeit 
for his rashness. 

But it was too late to turn back now : things must befall 
as they were fated. 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE END OP THE JOURNEY 

An hour later the party began the ascent of the wall of 
rock, which proved to be an even more difficult business 
than they had anticipated. There was no path, for those 
who lived beyond this natural barrier never came down it, 
and few of the dwellers in the plains had ever ventured to 
go up. It was possible, for Soa herself had descended here 
in bygone years, and this was all that could be said for it. 

In default of a better road they followed the course of 
the river, which thundered down the face of the precipice 
in four great waterfalls, connected by as many sullen pools, 
whose cavities had been hollowed out in the course of 
centuries from the rock. The second of these ledges 
proved so insurmountable that at one time Leonard thought 
that they would be obliged to abandon their attempt, and 
follow the foot of the cliff till they found some easier route. 
But at last Otter, who could climb like a cat, succeeded in 
passing the most dangerous part at the risk of his life, 
bearing a rope with him by means of which the rest of the 
party and the loads of goods were hauled up one by o^^« 
It was evening before the height "waa aci^Xfe^, ^\A "Ocl^^ ^"^^ 
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ceeded to encamp upon its Bummit, making a scanty meal 
of some meat which, they had brought with them. 

That night they passed in great discomfort, for it was mid- 
winter and here the climate proved to be very cold. Bitter 
Winds swept across the vast plain before them and searched 
them through, all the clothing and blankets they had 
scarcely suilicing to keep them warm ; indeed, the Settle- 
ment men and Francisco, who had been bred in a southern 
clime, suffered severely. Nor were matters improved when, 
on the breaking of the light, they woke from a troubled 
sleep to find the plain hidden in a dense mist. However, 
they rose, made a fire with reeds and dead wood wliich they 
gathered on the banks of the river, and ate, waiting for the 
fog to vanish. 

But it did not vanish, so about nine o'clock they con- 
tinued their journey under Soa's guidance, following the 
east bank of- the river northward^ The ground proved 
easy to travel over, for, with the exception of isolated 
water-worn boulders of granite, the plain was perfectly 
smooth and covered with turf as fine as any that grows 
in northern lauds. 

All that day they marched on, wandering like ghosts 
through the mist, and guided in their path by the murmur- 
ing sound of the river. They met no man, but once or 
twice great herds of hairy creatures thundered past them. 
Leonard fired into one of these herds with an express rifle, 
for they wanted meat, and a prodigious snorting and bellow- 
ing told him that hia shot had taken effect. Kunning to 
the spot whence the sounds came, he found a huge white 
bull kicking in its death struggle. The animal was covered 
with long white hair like that of the British breed of wild 
oattle, and measured at least seventeen hands in height. 
Round it stood others snorting with fear and wonder, that, 
when they saw Leonard, put down their heads threaten- 
ingly, tearing up the turf with their great horns. He 
shouted aloud and fired another shot, whereon they turned 
and disappeared into the mist. 

This happened towards nightfall, so they determined to 
camp upon the spot ; but while they were engaged in 
skinning the bull an incident occurred that did not tend 
to raise their spirits. At sunset the sky cleared a little, 
at least the sinking sun showed red through the mist as 
it does in a London fog of the third density. Against this 
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red ball of the sun, and some dozen yards away, suddenly 
there appeared the gigantic figure of a man, for, unless the 
fog deceived them, he must have been between six and 
seven feet high and broad in proportion. Of his face they 
could see nothing, but he was clad in goat-skins, and armed 
with a great spear and a bow slung upon his back. 

Juanna was the first to see and point him out to Leonard 
with a start of fear, as he stood watching them in solemn 
silence. Obeying the impulse of the moment, Leonard 
stepped forward towards the vision holding his rifle ready, 
but before he reached the spot where it had stood the figure 
vanished. 

Then he walked back again to Juanna. * I think we have 
heard so much of giants that we begin to believe we see 
them,' he said laughing. 

As he spoke something clove the air between them and 
stuck in the earth beyond. They went to it. It was a 
large arrow having a barbed point and flighted with red 
feathers. 

*This is a very tangible fancy at any rate,' Juanna 
answered, drawing the shaft out of the ground. * We have 
had a narrow escape.' 

Leonard did not speak, but raising his rifle he fired it 
at a venture in the direction whence the arrow had sped. 
Then he ran to put their little band in a position of 
defence, Juanna following him. But, as it chanced, he 
might have spared himself the trouble, for nothing further 
happened; indeed, the net outward and visible result of 
this mysterious apparition was that they spent a miserable 
night, waiting in the fog and wet — for it had come on to 
rain, or rather to drizzle — for an enemy who, to their 
intense relief, never appeared. 

But the inward and spiritual consequences were much 
greater, for now they knew that Soa spoke truth and that 
the legend of the bushmen as to ^ great men covered with 
hair '-was no mere savage invention. 

At length the morning came. It was damp and wretched, 
and they were all half starved with cold and oppressed by 
fears. Indeed some of the Settlement men were so 
terrified that they openly lamented having suffered their 
sense of shame and loyalty to overcome their determination 
to retreat. Now they could not do so, for the malcontents 
among them did not dare to retrace their steps alone ; more- 
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over, Leonard spoke plainly on the matter, telling them ^H 
that he would drive away the first man who attempted auy ^H 
ID subordination. ^^ 

Soaked through, shivering, and miserable, they pursued 
their march across the unknown plain, Soa, who seemed to 
grow hourly grimmer now that she was in ber own country, 
stalking ahead of them as guide. It was warmer walking 
than sitting still, aud in one respect their lot was bettered, 
for a little wind stirring the mist from time to time, revealed 
gleams of the watery sun. AU that day they journeyed on, 
seeing no more of the man who had shot the arrow, or his 
fellows, till at length darkness drew near again. 

Then they halted, and Leonard and Otter walked to and 
fro searching for a suitable place to make the camp and 
pitch their solitary tent. Presently Otter shouted aloud, 
Leonard ran towards him, and found him starijig into the 
mist at something that loomed largely about a hundred 
yards a,way. 

' Look, Baas,' he said, ' there is a house, a house of stoue 
with grass growing on the roof.' 

'Nonsense,' said Leonard, 'it must be some more boulders. 
However, we can soon tind out.' 

They crept cautiously towards the object, that, as soon 
became evident, was a house or a very good apology for 
one, built of huge undressed boulders, bedded in turf by 
way of mortar, and roofed with the trunks of small trees 
and a thick thatoh of sods whereon the grass grew green. 
This building may have measured forty feet in length by 
twenty in depth, and seventeen from the ground line to the 
wali-plate. Also it had a doorway of remarkable height and 
two window places, but all these openings were uuclosed, 
except by curtains of hide which hung before them. 
Leonard called Soa and asked her what the place was. 

' Doubtless the house of a herdsman,' she answered, ' who 
is set here to watch the cattle of the king, or of the priests. 
It may chance that this is the dwelling of that man who 
shot the arrow yesterday.' 

Having assured themselves that here was a human habi- 
tatiou, it remained to be ascertained whether It was ten- 
anted. After waiting awhile to see if anyone passed in or 
out. Otter undertook this task. Going down on to his hands 
I and knees he crept up to the wall, then along it to the 
Moorway, aud after listening there a while be lifted a corner 
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of the hide curtain and peeped into the interior. Presently 
he rose, saying : 

* All right, Baas, the place is empty.' 

Then they both entered and examined the dwelling with 
curiosity. It was rude enough. The walls were unplas- 
tered, and the damp streamed down them ; the floor was 
of trodden mud, and a hole in the roof served as a chim- 
ney; but, by way of compensation, the internal space 
was divided into two apartments, one of them a living 
room, and the other a sleeping chamber. It was evident 
that the place had not been long deserted, for fire still 
smouldered on the hearth, round which stood various 
earthen cooking dishes, and in the sleeping room was a 
rough bedstead of wood whereon lay wrappings made from 
the hides of cattle and goats. When they had seen every- 
thing there was to be seen, they hurried back to the others 
to report their discovery, and just then the rain set in 
more heavily than before. 

*A house!' said Juanna, 'then for goodness' sake let 
us get into it. We are all half dead with the cold and 
wet.' 

*Yes,' answered Leonard, 'I think we had better take 
possession, though it may be a little awkward if the right- 
ful owners come back.' 

The best that can be said for the night which they spent 
in this stone shanty, undisturbed by any visit from its 
lawful tenant, is that it passed a shade more comfortably 
than it would have done outside. They were dry, though 
the place was damp, and they had a fire. Still, until you 
are used to it, it is trying to sit in the company of a score 
of black people and of many thousand fleas, enveloped with 
a cloud of pungent smoke, according to the custom of our 
Norse ancestors. 

Soon Juanna gave up the attempt and retired to the great 
bed in the inner chamber, wondering much who had occu- 
pied it last. A herdsman, she judged, as Soa had suggested, 
for in a corner of the room stood an ox-goad hugely fash- 
ioned. But it was a bed, and she slept as soundly in it as 
its numerous insect occupants would allow. The others 
were not so fortunate : they had the insects indeed, but no 
bed. 

Again the morning came, wet, miserable, and misty, and 
through the mist and the rain they pursued their course, 
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whither they knew not. All (Jay they wandered on by 
banks of the river till night fell and they camped, this time 
without shelter. Now they had reached the extreme 
wretchedness, for they had little or no food left, and could 
not find fuel to make a fire. Leonard took 8oa aside and 
questioned her, for he saw clearly that a conple more days 
of this Buffering would put an end to all of them. 

' You say that these people of yours have a city, Soa ? ' 

' They have a city. Deliverer,' she answered, ' but whether 
they will allow you to enter it, except as a victim for the 
saJ3rifice, ia anothev matter.' 

'None of us will enter it unless we find shelter soon,' 
he answered. ' How far ia the place away ? ' 

' It should be a day's journey. Deliverer. Were the mist 
gone you could see it now. The city ia built at the foot of 
great mountains, there are none higher, but the fog hides 
everything. To-morrow, if it lifts, you will see that I 
speak truth.' 

' Are there any houses near where we can shelter ? ' he 
asked again. 

'How can I tell?' she answered. 'It ia forty years 
since I passed this road, and here, where the land is 
barren, none dwell except the herdsmen. Perhaps there 
is a house at hand, or perhaps there is none for many 
miles. Who can say ? ' 

Finding that Soa could give no further information, 
Leonard returned to the others, and they huddled them- 
selves together for waj-mth on the wet ground as best they 
might, and sat out the hours in silence, not attempting to 
sleep. The Settlement men were numb with cold, and 
Juanna also was overcome for the first time, though she 
tried hard to be cheerful. Francisco and Leonard heaped 
their own blankets on her, pretending that they had found 
spare ones, but the wraps were wringing wet, and gave her 
little comfort. Soa alone did not appear to suffer, perhaps 
because it was her native climate, and Otter kept his spirits, 
which neither heat, nor cold, nor hunger seemed to afEect. 

' While my heart is warm I am warm,' he said cheer- 
fully, when Leonard asked him how he fared. As for 
Leonard himself, he sat silent listening to the moans of 
the Settlement men, and reflecting that twenty-four hours 
more of this misery would bring the troubles of most of 
them to an end. Without food or shelter it was very 
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certain that few of those alive to-night would live to see a 
second dawn. 

At last the light came, and to their wonder and exceed- 
ing joy they found that the rain had ceased and the mist 
was melting. 

Once more they beheld the face of the sun, and rejoiced 
in its warmth as only those can rejoice who for days and 
nights have lived in semi-darkness, wet to the skin and 
frozen to the marrow. 

The worst of the mist was gone indeed, but it was not 
until they had breakfasted off a buck which Otter shot in 
the reeds by the river, that the lingering veils of vapour 
withdrew themselves from the more distant landscape. At 
last they had vanished, and for the first time the wanderers 
saw tjie land through which they were travelling. They 
stood upon a vast plain that sloped upwards gradually till 
it ended at the foot of a mighty range of snow-capped 
mountains named, as they learned in after-days, the Bina 
Mountains. 

This range was shaped like a half-moon, or a bent bow, 
and the nearest point of the curve, formed by a soaring 
snowy peak, was exactly opposite to them, and to all ap- 
pearance not more than five-and-twenty miles away. On 
either side of this peak the unbroken line of mountains 
receded with a vast and majestic sweep till the eye could 
follow them no more. The plain about them was barren 
and everywhere strewn with granite boulders, between 
which wandered herds of wild cattle, mixed with groups 
of antelopes ; but the lower slopes of the mountains were 
clothed with dense juniper forests, and among them were 
clearings, presumably of cultivated land. Otter searched 
the scene with his eyes, that were as those of a hawk ; then 
said quietly : 

*Look yonder. Baas, the old hag has not lied to us. 
There is the city of the People of the Mist.' 

Following the line of the dwarf's outstretched hand, 
Leonard saw what had at first escaped him, that standing 
back in a wide bend at the foot of the great mountain in 
front of them were a multitude of houses, built of grey 
stone and roofed with green turf. Indeed, had not his 
attention been called to it, the town might well have missed 
observation until he was quite close to its walls, for the 
materials of which it was constructed resembled those of 
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V the boulders that lay around them in thousandB, and the 

I vivid green of its roofs gave it the appearance of a distant 

I space of grassy land. 

I ' Yes, there is the kraal of the Great People,' said Otter 

I Ag!iui] 'and it is a strong kraal. See, Baas, they know how 

H to defend themselves. The mountain is behind them that 

^^^_ none can climb, and all around theii- walls the river runs, 
^^^^L joining itself together again on the plain beyond. It would 
^^^H go ill with the " impi " which tried to take that kraal.' 
^^^V For a while they all stood still and stai'ed amazed. It 
^^ seemed strange that they should have reached this fabled 
city ; and now that they were there, how would they be 
received within its walls ? This was the question which 
each of them was asking of himself. There was but one 
way to find out — they must go and see ; no retreat was now 
possible. Even the Settlement people felt this. 'Better 
to die at the hands of the Great Men,' said one of them 
aloud, ' than to perish miserably in the mist and cold.' 

'Be of good cheei',' Leonard answered, 'you are not yet 
dead. The sun shines once more. It is a happy omen.' 

When they had rested and dried their clothes they 
marched on with a certain sense of relief. There before 
tliem was the goal they had travelled so far to win ; soon 
they would know the worst that could befall, and anything 
was better than this long suspense. 

By midday they had covered about fifteen miles of 

ground, and could now see the city clearly. It was a great 

town, surrounded by a Cyclopean wall of boulders, about 

which the river ran on every side, forming a natural moat. 

I The buildings within the wall seemed to be arranged in 

I streets, and to be built on a plan similar to that of the 

I house in which they had slept two nights before, the vast 

'• conglomeration of grass-covered roofs giving the city the 

appearance of a broken field of turf hillocks supported upon 

walls of stone. 

Tor the rest the place was laid out upon a slope, and at 
its head, immediately beneath the sheer steeps of the moun- 
tain-sidej stood two edifices very much larger in size than 
any of those below. One of these resembled the other 
houses in construction, and was surrounded by a separate 
enclosure; but the second, which was placed on higher 
ground, so far as they could judge at tiiat distance, was 
coofiess, and had all the characteristics of a Roman amphi- 
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theatre. At the far end of this amphitheatre stood a huge 
mass of polished rock, bearing a grotesque resemblance to 
the figure of a man. 

* What are those buildings, Soa ? ' asked Leonard. 

'The lower one is the house of the king. White Man, and 
that above is the Temple of Deep Waters, where the river 
rises from the bowels of the mountain.' 

'And what is the black stone beyond the temple ?' 

'That, White Man, is the statue of the god who sits there 
for ever, watching over the city of his people.' 

' He must be a great god,' said Leonard, alluding to the 
size of the statue. 

' He is great,' she answered, ' and my heart is afraid at 
the sight of him.' 

After resting for two hours they marched on again, and 
soon it became apparent that their movements were watched. 
The roadway which they were following — if a track beaten 
flat by the feet of men and cattle could be called a road — 
wound to and fro between boulders of rock, and here and 
there standing upon the boulders were men clad in goat- 
skins, each of them carrying a spear, a bow, and a horn. So 
soon as their party came within five or six hundred yards of 
one of these men, he would shoot an arrow in their direc- 
tion, which, when picked up, proved to be barbed with iron, 
and flighted with red feathers like the first that they had 
seen. 

Then the sentry would blow his horn, either as a signal 
or in token of defiance, bound from the rock, and vanish. 
This did not look encouraging, but there was worse to come. 
Presently, as they drew near to the city, they descried large 
bodies of armed men crossing the river that surrounded it 
in boats and on rafts, and mustering on the hither side. At 
length all of them were across, and the regiment, which 
appeared to number more than a thousand men, formed up 
in a hollow square and advanced upon them at the double. 

The crisis was at hand. 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE COMINli OF ACA 

(> XEOifARD turned and looked at liis companions with, 
thing like dismay written on his faue. 

'What is to be done now ?' he said. 

'We must wait for them until they come near,' answered 
Juanua; 'then Otter and I are to meet them alone, and I 
will sing the song which Soa has taught me. Do not be 
afraid, I have learned my lesson, and, if things go right, 
they will think that we are their lost gods ; or, at least, so 
Soa says. ' 

' Yes, if things go right. But if they don't ? ' 

'Then good-bye,' answered Juanna, with a shrug of her 
shoulders. 'At any rate, I must get ready for the experi- 
ment. Come, Soa, bring the bundle to those rocks over 
there — quick ! Stop a minute -^ I forgot, Mr. Outram, you 
must lend me that ruby. I have to make use of it.' 

Leonard handed over the ruby, reflecting that he would 
probably never see it again, since it seemed almost certain 
that one of the Great People would steal it. However, at 
the moment he was thinking of that which was far above 
rubies, namely, of what chance they had of escaping with 
their lives. 

So soon aa she had possession of the stone, Juanna ran to 
a little ring of boidders that were scattered on the plain 
about fifty paces from them, followed by Soa, who carried 
a bundle in her hand. 

Ten minutes passed, and Soa appeared from behind the 
shelter of the stones and beckoned to them. Advancing in 
obedience to her summons, they saw a curious sight. Stand- 
ing in the ring of rocks was Juanna, but Juanna trans- 
formed. She wore a white robe cut low upon the neck and 
shoulders ; indeed, it was the Arab dress in which she hait 
escaped from the slave camp, that Soa had brought with 
them in preparation for this moment of trial. Mor was this 
all; for Juanna had loosened her dark hair — which was of 
great length and unusual beauty — so that it hung about her 
almost to her knees, and upon her forehead, gleaming like a 
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red eye, was set the great ruby, ingeniously fastened thereto 
by Soa in a band of linen pierced in its centre to the size of 
the stone. 

* Behold the goddess and do homage,' said Juanna with 
mock solemnity, although Leonard could see that she was 
trembling with excitement. 

* I do not quite understand what you are going to do, but 
you look the part well,' he answered shortly. And, indeed, 
until that moment he had never known how beautiful 
she was. 

Juanna blushed a little at the evident admiration in his 
eyes ; then, turning to the dwarf, she said : 

*Now, Otter, you must make ready too. And remember 
what Soa told you. Whatever you see or hear, you are not 
to open your mouth. Walk side by side with me and do as 
I do, that is all.' 

Otter grunted in assent, and proceeded to ^ make ready.' 
The process was simple, consisting only in the shedding of 
his coat and trousers — an old pair of Leonard's, very much 
cut down — which left him naked, except for a moocha that 
he wore beneath them in accordance with native custom. 

' What does all this mean ? ' asked the headman Peter, 
who, like his companions, was trembling with fear. 

'It means,' said Juanna, Hhat Otter and I are person- 
ating the gods of this people, Peter. If they receive us as 
gods it is well ; if not, we are doomed. Be careful, should 
we be so received, lest any of you betray the trick. Be wise 
and silent, I say, and do what we shall tell you from time 
to time, if you would live to look upon the sun.' 

Peter fell back astonished, while Leonard and Francisco 
turned their attention to. the approaching soldiers of the 
People of the Mist. 

They advanced slowly and in silence, but their measured 
tread shook the earth. At last they halted about a hundred 
and fifty yards away, presenting a truly terrifying spectacle 
to the little band jamong the rocks. So far as Leonard could 
see, there was not a man among them who stood less than 
six feet in height, and they were broad in proportion — 
hugely made. In appearance they were neither handsome 
nor repulsive, but solemn-looking, large-eyed, thick-haired 
— between black and yellow in hue — and wearing an ex- 
pression of dreadful calm, like the calm of an archaic statue. 
For the rest they seemed to be well disciplined, each cora- 
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' pany being under tlie command of a captain, who, in addition 
to bis arms, carried a trumpet fashioned from a wild bull's 
born. 

The regiment stood silent, gazing at the group of stran- 
gers, or, rather, at the boulders behind which they were 
concealed. In the centre of their hollow square was a knot 
of men, one of them young, and huge even in comparison 
with his companions. This man Leonard took to be a chief 
or king. Behind were orderlies and counsellors, and before 
him three aged persons of stately appearance and a cruel 
cast of countenance. These men were naked to the waist ' 
and unarmed, except for a knife or banger fixed at the 
girdle. On their broad breasts, covering more than half 
the akin-surface, the head of a huge snake was tattooed in 
vivid blue. Evidently they were medicine-men or priests. 
While the adventurers watched and wondered, the king 
or chief issued an order to his attendants, who ran to the 
corners of the square and called it aloud. Then he raised 
hia great spear, and every captain blew upon bis horn, mak- 
ing a deafening sound. 

Now the enemy stood still for a while staring towards the 
stones, and the three medicine-men drew near to the chief 
in the centre of the square and talked with bim, as though 
debating what should be done. 

'This is our chance,' said Juanna excitedly. 'If once 
they attack na it will be all over; a single volley of arrows 
would kill every one of us. Come, Otter.' 

'No, no!' said Leonard, 'I am afraid of your ventur- 
ing yourself among those savages. The danger is too 
great.' 
I ' Danger I Can the danger be more than it is here ? In 
I a minute we may all be dead. Nonsense! I will go! I 
i know what to do and have made up my mind to it. Do not 
kfear for me. Remember that, if the worst comes to the 
\ Worst, I have the means to protect myself. You are not 
BRfraid to come, are you, Otter ? ' 

I 'No, Shepherdesa,' said the dwarf. 'Here ail roads are 
f alike.' 

1 Leonard thought awhile. Bitterly did he reproach him- 
self in that be had been the cause of leading his ward into 
such a position. But now there was no help for it — she 
must go, Aud after all it could make no dijference if she 
were killed or captured five minutes hence or half an hour 
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later. But Francisco, who could not take such a philo- 
sophical view of the situation, implored her not to venture 
herself alone among those horrible savages. 

* Go if you like, Juanna,' said Leonard, not heeding the 
priest's importunities. * If anything happens I will try to 
avenge you before I follow. Go, but forgive me.' 

'What have I to forgive ?' she said, looking at him with 
shining eyes. 'Did you not once dare a greater danger 
for me ? * 

* Yes, go, Shepherdess,' said Soa, who till now had been 
staring with all her eyes at the three aged men in the 
centre of the square ; ' there is little to fear, if this fool 
of a dwarf will but keep his tongue silent. I know my 
people, and I tell you that if you sing that song, and say 
the words which I have taught you, you and the black one 
here shall be proclaimed gods of the land. But be swift, 
for the soldiers are about to shoot.' 

As Soa spoke, Leonard saw that the conference in the 
square had come to an end. The messengers were calling 
commands to the captains, which the captains repeated to 
the soldiers, and then followed a mighty rattling of quivers. 
Another instant and the light shone upon many hundreds 
of arrow-heads, every one of which was pointed towards 
them. 

Juanna saw also, and springing forward on to a rock, 
stood there for a moment in the full glare of the sun. In- 
stantly a murmur went up from the host ; a great voice 
called a command; the barbs of steel flickered like in- 
numerable stars, and sank downwards. 

Now Otter, naked except for his moocha, sprang on to 
the rock by Juanna's side, and the murmur of the soldiers 
of the Great People grew into a hoarse roar of astonish- 
ment and dismay. Wonder had turned to fear, though why 
this multitude of warriors should fear a lovely white girl 
and a black dwarf was not apparent. 

For a moment the ill-assorted pair stood together on the 
rock; then Juanna leapt to the plain, Otter following 
her. For twenty yards or so she walked in silence, hold- 
ing the dwarf by the hand ; then suddenly she burst into 
singing wild and sweet. This was the refrain of the sa- 
cred song which she sang in the ancient language of the 
People of the Mist, the tongue that Soa had taught her as 
a child : 
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I do but Bleep. 

Have je wept for me awhile ? 

Hush [ \ did but eleep. 

I shall awake, my people 1 

I am not dead, uor can I ever die. 

See, I have but slept I 

See, I come agaiu, made beauttfui I 

Have ye not seen me in the faces of the children ? 

Have ye not heard me in the voices of the cliildren T 

Look on me now, the sleeper arisen ; 

Look ou me, who wandered, whose name ia the Dawning I 

Why have ye mourned me, the sleeper awakened? 

Thus she sang, ever more sweetly and louder, till her 
voice rang through the still air like the song of a bird in 
winter. Hushed were the companies of the Great Men as 
she drew towards them with slow gliding steps — hushed 
with fear and wonder, as though her presence awoke a 
memory or fulfilled a promise. 

Now she was in front of their foremost rank, and, halt- 
ing there, was silent for a EQQment. Then she changed 
her song. 

Will ye not greet me, children of my children ? 
Have ye forgotten the promise of the dead ? 
Shall 1 return to the dream-land whence I wander? 
Will ye refuse me, the Mother of the Snake '? 

The soldiers looked upon one another and murmured 
each to each. Now she saw that they understood her 
words and were terror-stricken by them. For another 
moment there was silence, then suddenly the three priests 
or medieine-men, who had drawn near together, passed 
through the ranks and stood before her, accompanied by 
the warrior-chief. 

Then one of them, the most aged, a man who must have 
numbered ninety years, spoke in the midst of an intense 
stillness. To Juanna's joy, as they had understood her, so 
she understood him, for his language was the same that 
Soa taught her many years before, and in which, for the 
sake of practice, they had always conversed together for 
the last two months. 

' Art thou woman, or spirit ? ' asked the ancient priest. 

' I am both woman and spirit/ she answered. 

' And he with thee, he whom we know of ' — went on the 
priest pointing tremblingly to Otter — ' is he god or man 1 ' 



THE COMING OF AC A 165 

* He is both god and man ,' she answered, 

* And those yonder ; who are they ? ' 

*They are our ministers and servants, white for the 
white, and black for the black, the companions of our 
wanderings, men and not spirits.' 

The three priests consulted together, while the chief 
looked on Juanna's beauty with wondering eyes. Then 
the oldest of them spoke again : 

' Thou tellest us in our own tongue of things that have 
long been hidden, though perchance they are remembered. 
Either, Beautiful, thou hast learned these things and 
liest to us, and then food are ye all for the Snake against 
whom thou dost blaspheme, or ye are gods indeed, and as 
gods ye shall be worshipped. Tell us now thy name, and 
the name of yonder dwarf, of whom we know.' 

'I am named the Shepherdess of Heaven among men. 
He is named Otter, Dweller in the Waters, among men. 
Once we had other names.' 

* Tell us the other names, Shepherdess.' 

' Once in the far past I was named Brightness, I was 
named Dawn, I was named Daylight. Once in the far past 
he was named Silence, he was named Terror, he was named 
Darkness. Yet at the beginning we had other names. 
Perchance ye know them. Ministers of the Snake.' 

' Perchance we know them, thou who art named Shep- 
herdess of Heaven, thou who wert named Brightness, 
and Dawn, and Daylight ; thou who art named Dweller 
in the Waters, and wert named Silence, and Terror, and 
Darkness! Perchance we know them, although they be 
known to few, and are never spoken, save in utter gloom 
and with hidden head. But do ye know them, those names 
of the beginning ? For if ye know them not, Beautiful, 
then ye lie and ye blaspheme, and ye are food for the 
Snake.' 

* Seldom through all the years have those holy names 
been spoken save in utter darkness and with covered heads,' 
Juanna answered boldly ; ' but now is the new hour, the 
hour of the coming, and now they shall be called aloud in 
the light of day from open lips and with uplifted eyes. 
Hearken, Children of the Snake, these are the names by 
which we were known in the beginning : Aca is my name, 
the Mother of the Snake. JoZ, is he named; who is the 
Snake. Say, do ye know us now?' 
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As these words rang on her lipa a groan of terror burst 
from every mau who heard them. Then the aged priest 
cried aloud: 'Down upon your faces, ye Children of the 
Snake ; Worship, all ye People of the Spear, Dwellers iu 
the Mist ! Aca, the Queeu immortal, has come home again : 
Jal, the god, has put on the flesh of men. Olfau, lay down 
thy kingship, it is his : ye priests, throw wide the temples, 
they are theirs. Worship the Mother, do honour to the god ! ' 

The multitude heard and prostrated themselves like 
a single man, every one of them crying in a shout of 
thunder ; 

' Aca, the Queen of life, has come ; JAl, the doom-god, has 
put on flesh. Worship the Mother, do honour to the god ! ' 

It was as though the army had suddenly been smitten 
with death) and of the hundreds there, Juanna and Otter 
iilone were left standing. There was one exception, how- 
ever, and that was Olfau, the warrior chief, who remained 
upon his feet, not seeming to relish the command to abdi- 
cate his authority thus brusquely in favour of a dwarf, 
were he god or man. 

Otter, who was utterly bewildered, not comprehending 
a word of what had been said, and being unable to fathom 
the meaning of these strange antics, pointed at the chief 
with his spear by way of calling Juanna's attention to the 
fact that he was stili standing. But the great man inter- 
preted the action otherwise; evidently he thought that the 
newly-arrived god was invoking destruction on him. His 
pride yielded to his superstition, and he sank to his knees 
also. 

When the sound of the worshipping had passed away 
Juanna spoke again, addressing the old priest. 

'Rise, my chQd,' she said — he might well have been 
her great-grandfather — ' and rise all ye, soldiers of the 
Spear and servants of the Snake, and hear my words. Ye 
know me now, ye know me by the holy name, ye know me 
by the fashion of my face, and by the red stone that 
gleams upon ray brow. In the beginning my blood fell 
yonder and was frozen into such gems as these, which to- 
day ye offer yearly to him who is my child, and slew me. 
Now the fate is accomplished and his reign is finished. I 
come with him indeed, aud he is still a god, but he loves 
me as a son again, and bows the knee to me in service. 

' Enough, ye know the ancient tale that is fulfilled this 
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day. Now we pass on towards our city, there to sojourn 
with you a while and to proclaim the law of the Ending, 
and we pass alone. There, in our city, let a place be made 
ready for us, a place apart, but nigh to the temple ; and let 
food be brought to the place, that my servants may eat. 
At the gates of the city also let men be waiting to bear us 
to that dwelling. Let none spy upon us, lest an evil fate 
attend you all ; and let none be disobedient, lest we pass 
from you back to the land of Death and Dreams. * Per- 
chance we shall not tarry here for long, perchance we come 
to bring a blessing and to depart again. Therefore hasten 
to do our bidding, and do it all. For this time farewell, 
my servants.' 

Having spoken thus with much dignity, accompanied by 
Otter, whose hand she held as before, Juanna withdrew 
herself, stepping backwards very slowly towards the circle 
of rocks, and singing as she went. 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE FOLLY OF OTTER 

Juanna and Otter gained the circle of rocks where the 
little band lay watching and wonder-struck; that is, all 
except Soa, who sat apart brooding, her arms clasped upon 
her breast. Things had befallen as she expected, as they 
must befall indeed, provided that Juanna did not forget her 
lesson or show fear, and that the dwarf did nothing foolish. 
But Soa knew well that this was but the beginning of the 
struggle, and that, though it might be comparatively easy for 
Juanna arid Otter to enter the city, and impose themselves 
upon its superstition-haunted people as the incarnations 
of their fabled gods, the maintenance of the imposture was 
a very different matter. Moreover, she knew should they 
be discovered, that escape would be impossible, or at the 
best, that it must be most difficult. Therefore she sat apart 
and brooded, for, notwithstanding their present triumph, 
her heart foreboded evil. 

But with the others it was different : they had heard the 
singing, they had aeen the regiment of great men prostrate 
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themselves, ajirl the sound of worshipping had come to their 
ears like thuuder ; but of the why and wherefore of it all 
they could only guess, 

' What has happened ? ' said Leonard eagerly ; ' yom 
initiation seems to have come off well. ' 

'Bid the men fall back and I will tell you,' Juanna 
answered. 

Leonard did so, but instead of speaking she broke inta 
hysterical laughter. Her nerves had been over-strained, 
aud now they sought relief thus. 

' You must all be very respectful to Otter and myself,' 
she said at length, ' for we really are gods — don't look 
shocked, Francisco, I begin to believe in it myself. We 
have only just found it out, but I assure you it is a fact ; they 
accepted us fully, aud that after not more than five minutes' 
cross-examJDation. Listen 1' And she told them all that 
had passed. 

While she was speaking the regiment began to move, no 
longer in a sq^uare, but in a formation of companies. Com- 
pany by company it rushed past them, shaking the earth 
with its footsteps, and as each section went by it tossed ita- 
spears into the air as a salute, crying ; ' Glory to the Mother ! 
glory to the Snake ! ' and fled on toward the city. 

At length the story was done and the regiment was gone. 

' Well, ' said Leonard, ' so far so good. Juanna, you are 
the bravest and the cleverest girl in the whole world. Most 
young women would have forgotten everything and gone 
into hysterics at the critical point.' 

' T kept them till afterwards, ' she answered demurely. 

' And as for being brave and clever, I only repeated what 

Soa taught me like a parrot ; you see I knew that I should 

be killed if I made any mistake, and such knowledge 

shai'peuB the memory. All I have to say is, if the Snake 

they talk so much about is anything like those which are 

tattooed upon the old priests' breasts, I have no wish to 

make a nearer acquaintance with it. I hate snakes. There, 

■ don't say any more' — for both Leonard and Francisco 

L were breaking out into fresh protestations of gratitude and 

I admiration ; ' if you want to thank anybody, thank Soa ! ' 

] 'And so I do, ' said Leonard heartily, for his spirits had 

r risen in a moat wonderful manner. • Soa, you have told 

s the truth, and you have managed well and T thank you.' 

'-Did you then take me for a liar ? ' the woman answered. 



I 
I 
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fixing her gloomy eyes upon Leonard's face. * I told you the 
truth, Deliverer, when I said that my people would accept 
the Shepherdess and this black dog of yours as their gods. 
But did I not tell you also that the death of the rest of us 
lies in the matter ? If not, I say so now. You have not 
been named a god, Deliverer, nor has yonder Bald-pate' 

— the natives called Francisco thus because of his tonsure 

— *and your black dog will betray you by his yapping. 
When you look down the jaws of the Snake remember then 
that Soa told you truth. Deliverer. Perchance you shall 
find the red stones you seek hidden in his belly. White 
Man.' 

* Be silent,' said Juanna indignantly, and Soa slunk back 
like a whipped hound. 

* Confound the old woman ! ' put in Leonard with a 
shiver. * She is a black Jonah, and if I have to go inside 
this snake I hope that it will be a case of ladies first, that 
is all.' 

' I am sure I don't know what has happened to Soa,' said 
Juanna. * Her native air has a very bad effect upon her 
temper.' 

' Well, the future must look after itself,' answered Leon- 
ard, * snake or no snake. At present we must follow our 
luck. Otter, listen to me. Do you understand that you are 
a god, the god of this people ? ' 

' The god. Baas ? What is a god ? ' 

* Have I not told you, thickhead ? You are not a man 
any more, you are a spirit. Once, so it seems, you ruled 
this people in the past, and now you will rule them again. 
You and the Shepherdess are both gods. She is your 
mother and you are her child.' 

* Yes, Baas, no doubt ; but once I had another mother, a 
much uglier one.' 

^ Otter, cease to talk folly, else when you are no more a 
god I will beat you. Now you are a god, and we are all 
your servants, except the Shepherdess. When you speak 
to us you must speak roughly, like a great chief to the 
lowest of his people, calling us dogs and slaves. If you 
name me " Baas " in public I will beat you privately when 
you are no more a god. You will do best to speak little or 
not at all, so that none can take hold of your words, which 
are always foolish.' 

' If you say that I am a god. Baas, it is enough, for doubt- 
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^^^^■'l€3!; you have met tlie gods and know their ways, though it 
^^^H is strange that Tioue have told me this before. They must 
^^^f be an ugly people, the gods ! But how will it be with the 
^^^^ Settlemeut men when they hear that 1 am a great spirit ? 
r They will say : " Does a apif it wait upon a man and call 

I him chief ? Does a spirit clean the guns and cook the food 

I of a man ? " They will ask many euoh things, and the 

Great People will hear them. And will they thiuk then 
that I am a god ? Wo, they wdl know me for a liar, and 
will kill me and all of us.' 

' That is true,' said Leonard. Theu he summoned Peter 

and the Settlement men and addressed them. He told 

them that the plot had succeeded, and that Otter and the 

Shepherdess were accepted as the gods of the People of the 

m Mist. Because of this they were left alive aud held in 

H honour, who, but for it, would now he dead, riddled through 

Hvith the arrows of the Great People. He explained to 

f them for the second time that it was necessary to the safety 

of all that this delusion as to the divinity uf Otter and the 

Shepherdess should be maintained, siuce, if the slightest 

suspicion of the fraud crossed the minds of the Great 

People, without doubt they would all be sacrificed as 

^L impostors. 

^r This was the tale that they must tell : — They should Bay 

^Pithat all of them were hunting game in a far country with 

■"'himself, Soa, and Francisco, when one night they heard a 

H singing, and by the light of the moon they saw the Shep- 

H herdeas and the dwarf Otter coming towards them. Then 

r the Shepherdess and Otter commanded them to be their 

servants and travel with them to a new land, and they 

obeyed them, white and black together, for they saw that 

they were not mortals, — This was the tale that they must , 

tell, moreover they must act up to their words it they 

would eoDtinue to look upon the sun. 

When their first surprise was past, the Settlement men, 

who were quick-witted people, entered into the spirit of the 

^ plot readily enough ; indeed, Peter caused them to repeat 

^Lthe story to him, so that he might be sure that they hail its 

^Hietails by heart. 

^H Then they continued their march towards the city on the 
^^uill. The two white men went first, next came Juanna and 
^Hptter followed by Soa, aud last of all walked the Settlement 
^^beu. All hour's journey brought them to the bank of the 
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river, which, dividing above it, engirdled the town, to re- 
unite near the roadway that they followed. Here canoes 
were ready to take them across to the island, or rather the 
peninsula, on which the city was built. On. the other side 
of the river they found priests waiting in the great gate- 
way with two litters that had been prepared for Juanna 
and Otter respectively. This, the further bank, was lined 
with some thousands of spectators, who, when the divine 
pair set their feet upon its shores, prostrated themselves, 
men, women, and children, and burst into a shout of 
welcome. 

Juanna and Otter took no heed. With such dignity as 
they could command, and' in the dwarf's case it was not 
much, they entered the litters, drew the hide curtains, and 
were borne forward swiftly. After them came Leonard, 
Francisco, and the others, while the population followed in 
silence. ^ 

Now the sun was sinking, but enough of daylight was 
left to show how strange were the place and people among 
which they found themselves. The city, indeed, was rudely 
built of like materials and in similar fashion to the house 
in the plain that has been described already. But the 
streets were roughly paved; each habitation stood apart 
from the other in its own garden, and the gates were of 
wood, fastened together with primitive iron bolts. There 
were drinking-shops, or rather booths, and a large market- 
place, which they crossed as they ascended the hill, and 
where, as they afterwards discovered, this people carried 
on their trade, if trade it could be called, for they had no 
money, and conducted all transactions like other savages, 
upon a principle of barter. 

As they went Leonard took note of these things, which, 
to his mind, showed clearly that the inhabitants of this city 
were the degenerate inheritors of some ancient and for- 
gotten civilisation. Their fortifications, stone-built houses, 
drinking-shops, and markets indicated this, just as their 
rude system of theology, with its divinities of Light and 
Darkness, or of Death and Life, each springing from the 
other, engaged in an eternal struggle, and yet one, was 
probably the survival of some elaborate nature-myth of the 
early world. 

But nothing struck him so much as the appearance of the 
people. In size they were almost giants, a peculiarity 
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which was shared by the women, some of whom measured fl 
sis feet in height. In common with other uocirilised races I 
most of these women wore little except a girdle and a goat-l 
akin cloak that hung loosely upon their shoulders, display- J 
ing their magnificent proportions somewhat freely. They.l 
were much handsomer than the men, having splendid 1 
solemn eyes, very white teeth, and a remajkable dignity 
of gait. Their faces, however, wore the same sombre look 
as those of their husbands and brothers, and they did not 
chatter after the manner of their sex, but contented them- 
selves with pointing out the peculiarities of the strangers 
in a few brief words to their children or to one another. 

After crossing the market-place the party came to a long 
and gentle ascent, which terminated at a wall surrounding 
the lower of the two great buildings that they had seen 
from the plain. Passing its gates they halted at the doors 
of the first of these edifices. Here priests stood with 
torches — at least, they judged them to be priests from the 
symbol of the snake's head tattooed upon their naked 
breasts — ready to conduct them to their lodging, for now 
the night was closing in rapidly. Soon they found them- 
selves within the walls of a great house, built in the usual I 
way with rough boulders, but on three sides of a square, I 
and enclosing a courtyard in which a fountain bubbled. I 
The furniture of the house was rude but grotesquely J 
carved, and in the courtyard stood a throne, sheltered by a I 
roof of turf, and fashioned of black wood and ivory, with 1 
feet shaped like those of a human being. Indeed, as they I 
afterwards discovered, this was the palace of the king, K 
Olfao, who had been summarily ejected by the priests to ' 
make room for the new-comers. 

Here in this strange dwelling the attendaut priests as- i 
signed them all quarters, the Settlement men in one wing, | 
Leonard, Francisco, and Soa in the other, and Juanna and I 
Otter in two separate apartments in the body of the build- .1 
ing. This arrangement involved the separation of the J 
party, but it was difficult to offer objections, so they were ' 
forced to acquiesce in it. Presently women entered bear- 
ing food, boiled corn, milk in bowls, and roasted flesh in 
plenty, of which Leonard and Francisco ate with thank- J 
fulness. I 

Before they went to sleep Leonard looked into the court- 1 
yard, and was somewhat alarmed to find that guards wei^l 
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stationed at every door, while in front of those leading to 
the apartments of Juanna and Otter stood a body of priests 
with torches in their hands. He made an efPort to pass 
through these guards in order to visit Juanna, but without 
a word they lifted their great spears and stopped him, and 
for that time he abandoned the attempt. 

* Why do the priests stand before the door of the Shep- 
herdess, Soa ? ' asked Leonard. 

* They guard the place of the gods,' she answered. * Un- 
less the gods will it, none may enter there.' 

* Say, Soa,' Leonard asked again, ^ are you not afraid of 
being here in your own land ? ' 

' I am much afraid. Deliverer, for if I am found out then 
I die. Yet many years have gone by since I fled ; few live 
who knew me, and, perchance, none remember me. Also 
now I do not wear my hair after the fashion of my people, 
and therefore I may escape, unless the priests discover me 
by their magic. And now I would sleep.' 

On the following morning at dawn Leonard rose and, 
accompanied by Francisco, walked into the courtyard. 
This time the soldiers did not try to stop them, but the 
priests were still standing in front of Juanna's door, look- 
ing like spectres in the grey mist. They went to them and 
signified by signs that they would worship the Queen, but 
were sternly refused admission in words which they could 
not understand, but that Soa, who was listening, afterwards 
translated to them. 

* The Mother had come to her home,' said the spokesman, 
* and might be profaned no more by the eyes of the vulgar. 
The Snake also was in his home, and none should look upon 
him.' 

When arguments failed Leonard tried to force his way 
through, and was met by a huge spear pointed at his throat, 
How things would have ended it is difficult to say had not 
Juanna herself appeared at this juncture, standing between 
the curtains of the doorway. At the sight of her the 
priests and soldiers fell upon their faces, and Leonard had 
sufficient presence of mind to follow their example, drag- 
ging Francisco down beside him. 

* What is this tumult ? ' she asked the guards in their 
own tongue. 

* I tell you what it is, Juanna,' said Leonard, rubbing his 
head upon the ground and speaking in English. * If you 
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ld<J not wiine to aa uuiierstauding with these scouudrels yon I 
\ will soon be cut off from all communication with ua, and 

■ what is more, we shall be cut off loo in another way. Will 
B you be so good as to issue an order that we are to be ad- 
I mitted when we like ? ' 

I Juanna turned towards the priest aud spoke angrily ; 
I ' Wbo has dared to forbid iny servants to come before me J 
and worship me ? My will i3 my own, and I only make it 
known. It is my will that tliese white men and yonder 
black woman pass in before me at their pleasure.' 

'Your will is our will, Mother,' said the priests humbly. 
I So they went iu, and the curtains were closed behind 1 
\ them. 

' I am so thankful to see you,' said Juanna. ' You don't I 
know how dreadfully lonely it has been in this great room I 
all night, and I am afraid of those solemn-eyed priests who j 
stand round the doors. The women who brought me food ] 
last evening crawled about tbe place on all fours like dogs ; 
it was horrible ! ' 

'I am sorry that you have been left alone,' said Leonard, I 
'but you must try to make better arrangements. Soa ! 
I might sleep with you, at any rate. Where is Otter ? Let ua \ 
L pay him a visit ; I want to see how that god is getting on.' 
I Juanna went to the door aud addressed the priests, say- J 
P ing that she desired to be led before the Snake, aud her 
servants with her. They demurred a little, then gave way, 
and all four of them were conducted, first into the court- 
yard, in which no human being was to be seen, and thence 
to an adjoining chamber, where a curious sight awaited 
I them. In a huge chair set upon a dais sat Otter, looking 
1 furious and by no means at ease ; while stretched upon ] 
f the ground in front of him lay four priests, who muttered 1 

■ prayers unceasingly. ! 

■ ' Welcome, Baas 1 ' he cried in rapture at the sight of I 
\ Leonard. ' Welcome, Shepherdess ! ' I 
I ' Ton idiot ! ' answered Leonard in Dutch, but speaking | 
Jin tbe most humble voice, and sinking to his knees. 'If 1 
I you will not remember that you are a god, I will pay you I 
I out BO soon as we are aloue. Bid these fellows begone; \ 
ft the Shepherdess will translate for you.' J 
I 'Go, dogs!' said Otter, taking the hint; 'go, and bring 1 
ft me food. I would speak with my servant, who is named ] 
KBaas, and with my mother.' I 
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' These are the words of the Snake that he speaks iu the 
holy tongue/ said Juanna, and she translated them. 

The four priests rose, and, bowing to the earth, crept 
backwards from the room. So soon as they were gone, 
Otter leapt from his throne with an exclamation of rage 
that caused the others to burst out laughing. 

' Laugh, Baas, laugh if you will ! ' said the dwarf, * for 
you have never been a god, and don't know what it is. 
What think you, Baas? — all night long I have sat upon 
that great stool, while those accursed dogs burnt stinking 
stufE beneath my nostrils and muttered nonsense. One 
hour more and I should have fallen on them and killed 
them, for I have had no meat, and hunger makes me mad.* 

* Hush ! ' said Leonard, * I hear footsteps ! On to your 
throne. Otter ! Quick, Juanna ! stand by his side ; we will 
kneel ! ' 

They had barely time to obey when the curtains were 
drawn, and a priest entered, holding a vessel of wood 
covered with a cloth. Slowly he crept towards the throne, 
with his head bent almost to his knees ; then, straightening 
himself suddenly, he lifted up the wooden vessel and cried 
aloud : 

* We bring you food, O Snake. Eat and be satisfied.' 
Otter took the dish, and, lifting the cloth, gazed upon its 

contents hungrily, but with an ever growing dissatisfaction. 

* Son of a dog ! ' he cried in his own tongue, ^is this food 
to set before a man ? ' And he held the platter downwards, 
exposing its contents. 

They were simple, consisting of various sorts of vege- 
tables and water-cress — poor in quality, for the season 
was winter, and all of them uncooked. In the centre of 
this fodder — whether placed there in obedience to some 
religious tradition or by way of ornament, or perhaps to 
assist the digestive process of the god, as a fcenpenny nail 
is said to assist that of an ostrich — was a fine ruby stone ; 
not so big, indeed, as that which Soa had given to Leonard, 
but still of considerable size and value. Leonard saw it 
with delight, but not so the dwarf, the selfish promptings 
of whose stomach caused him to forget that his master had 
journeyed far to seek such gems as this. In the fury of 
his disappointed appetite he stood up on the footstool of 
the throne, and, seizing the ruby, he. hurled it at the priest, 
hitting him fair between the eyes. 
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m eel,' he roared, 'that I should live on water- 
jraaa aiid red gravel ? ' 

Then the priest, terrified at the behaviour of this strange 
divinity, picked up the offending gem — to the presence of 
which he attributed his anger — and fled, never looking 
behind him. 

Juaana aud Franeiseo were seized with uncontrollable 
laughter, while even Soa deigned to smile. But Leonard 
did not smile. 

' Oh, you last descendant of genei-ations of asses ! ' he 
said bitterly. ' You ass with four ears and a tenfold bray 1 
What have you done ? You have hurled the precious stone 
at the head of him who brought it, and now he will bring 
no more. Had it not been for you, doubtless with every 
meal such stones would have been offered to you, and 
though you grew thin we should all of us have become 
rich, and that without trouble, tricks or violence.' 

' Forgive me. Baas,' lamented Otter, ' but my rage took 
away iny reason, and I forgot. See now what it is to be a 
god. It is to be fed ui)on stuff such as would gripe an ox. 
Oh, Baas, 1 would that these wild men had made you a god 
and left me your servant!' And again he gazed with dis- 
gust upon the water-cress and rows of leathery vegetables 
resembling turnips, 

'You had better eat them. Otter,' said Juanna, who was 
Estill choking with laughter. 'If you don't you may get 
lothing more for days. Evidently you are supposed to 
iiave a small appetite.' 

Then, driven to it by his ravening hunger, the wretched 
~tter fell upon the turnips and munched them sullenly, 
jLeonard rating him all the while for his . unequalled 
Btupidity. 

Scarcely had he finished his meal when there was a stir 
irithout, and once a^ain priests entered, headed on this 

3aBion by that same aged man who had acted as spokes- 

LQ when Juanna declared herself on the previous day, and 

Icho, as they had discovered, was named Nam. In fact " 

e had many other and much longer names, but as this was 

le shortest and most convenient of them they adopted it. 

It chanced that Leonard was standing by Soa, and when 

3 priest entered, whom she now saw face to face for the 
Efst time, he noticed that she started, trembled, and then 
^ew back into the shadow of the throne. 



THE FOLLY OF OTTER 177 

^ Some friend of the old lady's youth/ thought Leonard 
to himself. ' I hope he won't recognise her, that is all.' 

Nam bent himself in adoration before the gods, then 
began an address, the substance of which Juanna trans- 
lated from time to time. Bitterly did he grieve, he said, 
that such an insult had been offered to the Snake as the 
presenting to him among his food of the red stone, known 
as the blood of Aca. That man who had done this folly 
was doomed to die, if, indeed, he were not already dead. 
Well could they understand that, the Mother and Snake 
having become reconciled, the proffering to J^l of that 
which reminded him of the sin of long ago was a wicked- 
ness that might bring a curse upon the land. Let the 
Snake be appeased. Command had been given that all 
such stones should be hidden in a secret place by him who 
had wrought the crime, and, as he had said, if the man 
returned alive from that place he should be slain. But he 
would not return alive, for to go thither was death, as it 
should be death henceforth even to mention that stone, of 
which but one should now be seen in the land, that which 
the Mother wore in memory of the past. 

^ Otter, my friend,' murmured Leonard to himself, * if 
I don't make you pay for this my name is not Outram ! ' 

But enough of the stones, went on Nam, he had come 
upon a more important matter. That night an assembly 
of all the tribe would be held in the great temple an hour 
before moonrise, that the Mother and the Snake might take 
up their royalty in the presence of the people. Thither 
they would come to lead them and their servants at the 
appointed time. Was this pleasing to the gods? 

Juanna bent her head in assent, and the priest turned to 
go with many obeisances; but before he went he spoke 
'again, asking if all things were as the gods desired. 

^Not altogether, my servant,' answered Juanna. 'It is 
our will that these, our other servants, should have free 
access to us at all times and without question. Also, it is 
our will that their food should be brought to them with our 
food. Moreover, it is the desire of the Snake that no more 
grass should be given to him to eat; for now, in these 
latter days, having put on the flesh of men, he needs that 
which will support the flesh. One thing more, my servant ; 
the Snake forgives the affront that was offered him, and I 
command that some of the greatest of the holy stones should 

12 
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be brought to me, that 1 may look on the blood which 1 
shed so long ago.' 

^ Alas ! it may not be, Mother,' answered the priest in 
tones of sorrow. * All the stones, both red and blue, have 
been placed in bags of hide and cast into that place whence 
they can be brought no more, together with him who 
offended. Nor can others be gathered at this season of the 
year, seeing that deep snow covers the place where they 
lie buried. In the summer, when the sun has melted the 
snow, more can be found, if your eyes still desire the sight 
of them.' 

Juanna made no reply, and the priest went. 

*Here is a pretty business,' said Leonard. 'That idiot 
Otter has upset everything. We might have become mil- 
lionaires for the asking, and now we must wait for months 
before we so much as get sight of a ruby or a sapphire.' 

Nobody answered. Indeed, the whole party were 
plunged into consternation at the fatal effects of this acci- 
dent. As for Otter himself, when he understood fully what 
he had done, he almost wept for grief. 

* Who could have known. Baas ? ' he groaned. *■ It was 
the sight of the green food that bewitched me, who have 
always hated the taste of grass. And now my folly has 
undone all, and it seems that I must be a god for many 
months, if, indeed, they do not find me out.' 

' Never mind. Otter,' said Leonard, moved to pity by the 
dwarf 's genuine grief. * You have lost the stones and you 
will have to find them again somehow. By the way, Soa, 
why did you start so when the old priest came in ? ' 

* Because he is my father. Deliverer,' she answered. 
Leonard whistled ; here was a new complication. What 

if Nam should recognise her ? 
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In considerable agitation of mind Leonard bid good-bye to 
Juanna, promising to return soon, and went to visit the 
Settlement men, whom he had not seen since the previous 
evening. 
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He found thein in good case enough, so far as their 
materia! comfovt was coucerued, for they were well sup- 
plied with food and warmly lodged. So much could not be 
said, however, of their mental state, for they were terrified 
by the multitude of solemn priests and warriors who 
watched them as cats watch mice. Crouching round him 
dejectedly they implored Leonard not to leave them, say- 
ing that they expected to be murdered every minute. He 
pacified them as well as he could and left them with the 
assurance that he would return presently, having first 
reminded them that the lives of all depended upon the 
maintenance of the delusion as to the divinity of Otter and 
the Shepherdess. 

The reuiainder of that day passed heavily euough. After 
the fii'st excitement of their strange position bad gone by 
a reaction set in, and everybody was much depressed. As 
the hours drew on, the mist, which had lifted a little about 
ten o'clock, closed in very densely, throwing the ill-Hghted 
chamber where they sat iuto a deep gloom. In such an at- 
mosphere conversation languished ; indeed, at times it died 
away altogether, and the only sound to l)e lieard was that 
of the monotonous voices of the priests without the curtains, 
as they muttered prayers unceasingly. At length Leon- 
ard could bear it no longer, but rose, declaring that he was 
going out to see whatever might be seen. Juauna tried 
faintly to dissuade him, and Otter wished to come too, 
which was impossible. The end of it was that he went 
alone. 

First he revisited the Settlement men and tried to cheer 
them, and sadly did they need cheering. Then he passed 
to the great gates of the palace yard and looked through 
them. The mist had lifted a little, and about a hundred 
paces away he could perceive the doors of the temple, on 
either side of which rose Cyclopean walls fifty feet or more 
in height. It was obvious that here preparations for some 
ceremony were in progress, and on a large scale, for im- 
mense crowds of people were gathered about the doors, 
through which bodies of priests and armed men passed con- 
tinually. Mote he could not learn, for the gates of the 
palace yard were barred and guarded, and the soldiers 
would not let him through. He stood by them watching 
till sunset, then returning to the others he told them wliat 
he had seen. 
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Another liour passed, and suddenly the curtains were I 
drawn aside and a body of priests entered, twelve in I 
number, bearing large caudles of fat iu their bands, and T 
headed by their chief, Nam. Prostrating themselves before | 
Juanna and Otter they remained plunged in silence. 

' Speak on,' said Juanna at length. 

' We come, Mother, and Snake,' said the priest Nam, 
' to lead you to the temple that the people may look upon ' 
their gods.' 

' It is well i lead on,' Juanna answered. 

' First you must be robed, Mother,' said Nam, ' for with- 
out the temple none may look upon your divinity, save J 
your priests alone.' 1 

Rising aa he spoke, he produced a blaok dress from a 
grass bag, which was can-ied by an attendant. This dress 1 
was very curious. It fastened in front with buttons of ) 
horn, and either was, or seemed to be, woven iu a single 
piece from the softest hair of black-fleeced goats. More- 
over, it had sleeves just long enough to leave the hands of , 
the wearer visible, and beneath its peaked cap was a sort 
of mask with three slits, two for the eyes and one for the I 
mouth. I 

Juanna retired to put on this hideous garment over het 1 
white robe, and reappeared presently, looking like the I 
blatik ghost of a mediseval monk. Then the priests gave. I 
her two flowers, a red lily and a white, to be held in either I 
hand, and it appeared that her equipment was complete. 
Next they came to Otter and bound a scarlet fringe of haij. 
about his forehead in such fashion that the fi-inge hid hisl 
eyes, at the same time placing in his hand a sceptre of 1 
ivory, apparently of very ancient workmanship, and fash- J 
ioned in the shape of a snake standing on its tail. 

' All is prepared,' said Nam. 

'Lead on,' answered Juanna again. 'But let our ser- 1 
vanta come with us, both those here and those without, save J 
the woraati only, who stays to make ready for our return.' I 

Jnanna spoke thus because Soa had announced her wishJ 
to be left behind when they went to the temple. Juanna I 
had consulted Leonard on the subject, who gave it as hiaf 
opinion that Soa had good reasons of her own for making.fl 
this request. Also he pointed out that in case of distur^ 
hance she could scarcely help them, and might possibl^ 
prove an encumbrance. 
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* Tliey wait/ answered Nam ; * all is prepared for them 
also : ' and as lie spoke a sardonic smile flickered on his 
withered countenance that made Leonard feel very uncom- 
fortable. What was prepared, he wondered ? 

They passed through the curtains into the courtyard, 
where soldiers, clad in goat-skin cloaks, waited with two 
litters. Here also were the Settlement men, armed, but in 
an extremity of fear, for they were guarded by about fifty 
of the Great People, also armed. 

Juanna and Otter entered the litters, behind which Leon- 
ard formed up his little band, going in front of it himself 
with Francisco, both of them having rifles in their hands 
and revolvers at their girdles, of which no attempt was 
made to deprive them, for none knew their use. 

Then they started, surrounded by the bare-breasted 
priests, who chanted and waved torches as they walked, and 
preceded and followed by the grim files of tall soldiers, on 
whose spears the torch-light flashed ominously. As they 
came the gates of the palace yard were opened. They 
passed them and across the space beyond until they reached 
the doors of the temple, which were thrown wide before 
them. 

Here Otter and Juanna descended from the litters, and 
all the torches were extinguished, leaving them in darkness. 

Leonard felt his hand seized and was led along, he knew 
not where, for the misty gloom was intense. He could 
scarcely see the face even of the priest who conducted him, 
but from the sounds he gathered that all their party were 
being guided in a similar fashion. Once or twice also he 
heard the voice of a Settlement man speaking in accents of 
fear or complaint, but such demonstrations were followed 
quickly by the sound of a heavy blow, dealt, no doubt, by 
the priest or soldier in charge of that individual. Evi- 
dently it was expected that all should be silent. Presently 
Leonard became aware that they had left the open space 
across which they were walking, for the air grew close and 
their footsteps rang hollow on the rocky floor. 

*• I believe that we are in a tunnel,' whispered Francisco. 

'Silence, dog,' hissed a priest in his ear. 'Silence, this 
place is holy.' 

They did not understand the meaning of the words at 
the moment, but the tone in which they were spoken made 
their purport sufficiently clear. Leonard took the hint, and 
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at the same time clutched his rifle more tightly. He began 
to be afraid for their safety. Whither were they beiug led 
— to a dungeon ? Well, they would soon know, and at the 
worst it was not probable that these barbarians would harm 
Juanua. They followed the tuunel or passage for about a 
Limdred and fifty paces ; at first it sloped downwards, then 
the floor became level till at length they began to ascend a 
stair. There were sixty-one stone steps in this stairway, 
for Leonard counted them, each about ten inches high, 
and when all were climbed they advanced eleven paces 
along a tuunel that echoed strangely to their steps, and was 
so low that they must bend their heads to pass it. Emer- 
ging from this tunnel through a narrow opening, they stood 
upon a platform also of stone, and once more the chill uight 
air fanned their brows. 

So dense was the gloom that Leonard could tell nothing 
of the place where they might be, but from far beneath them 
rose a hissing sound as of seething water, and combined 
with it another sound of faint mnrmnring, aa though thou- 
sands of people whispered each to each. Also from time to 
time he heard a rustling like that of a forest when a gentle 
wind stirs its leaves, or the rustling of the robes of innumer- 
able women. 

This sense of the presence of hidden waters and of an 
unseen multitude was strange and terrifying in the extreme. 
It was as though, without perceiving them, their human 
faculties suddenly had become aware of the spirits of the 
unnumbered dead, thronging, watohing, following — there, 
but intangible; speaking without words, touching without 
hands. 

Leonard was tempted to cry aloud, so great was the strain 
upon his nerves, which usually were strong enough ; nor 
was he alone in this desire. Presently a sound arose from 
below him, as of some person in hysterics, and he heard a 
priest command sDence in a fierce voice. The sobbing and 
laughter went on till it culminated in a shrill scream. After 
the scream came the thud of a blow, a heavy fall, a groan, 
and once again the invisible multitude whispered and rustled- 

' Someone has been killed,' muttered Francisco in Leon- 
ard's ear ; ' who is it, I wonder ? ' 

Leonard shuddered, but made no answer, for a great hand 
was placed upon his mouth in warning. 

At length the portentous quiet was broken and a voice 
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spoke, the voice of Nam the priest. In the silence all that 
he uttered could be heard plainly, but his words came from 
far away, and the sound of them was still and small. This 
was what he said, as Juanna told it to them after the 
ceremony. 

' Hear me, ye Children of the Snake, ye ancient People of 
the Mist ! Hearken to me, Nam, the priest of the Snake ! 
Many a generation gone in the beginning of time, so runs 
the legend, the Mother goddess whom we worship from of 
old, descended from heaven and came hither to us, and with 
her came the Snake, her child. While she tarried in the 
land the crime of crimes was wrought, the Darkness slew 
the Daylight, and she passed hence, we know not how, or 
where ; and from that hour the land has been a land of mist, 
and its people have wandered in the mist, for he whose 
name is Darkness has ruled over them, answering their 
prayers with death. But this doom was on the Snake, that 
because of his wickedness he must put off the flesh of men 
and descend into the holy place of waters, where, as we and 
our fathers have known, his symbol dwells eternally, taking 
tribute of the lives of men. 

' Yet ere that crime was wrought the Mother gave a word 
of promise to her people. " Now I am about to die at the 
hands of him I bore, for so it is fated," she said. " But not 
for ever do I leave you, and not for ever shall the Snake be 
punished by putting off the flesh of men. Many generations 
shall go by and we will return again and rule over you, and 
the veil of mist shall be lifted from your land, and ye shall 
be great in the earth. Till then, choose you kings and let 
them govern you ; moreover, forget not my worship, and 
see to it that throughout the ages the altar of the Snake is 
wet with blood, and that he lacks not the food he loves. 
And I will give you a sign by which we shall be known 
when at length the fate is accomplished, and the hour of 
forgiveness is at hand. 

' " As a fair maid will I come again, a maid lovely and 
white, but because of his sin the Snake shall appear in the 
shape of that which sits within your temple, and his hue 
shall be black and his face hideous. Out of the earth will 
we arise, and we will call to you and ye shall know us, and 
we will tell you our holy names that shall not be spoken 
aloud from this hour to that hour of our coming;. But 
beware lest ye be deceived and false gods set themselves up 
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among you, for then shall the last evil fall upon you and th) 
in shall hide his face." 

'Thus, Children of the Mist, did the Mother apeak to him' 
who was her chief priest in the long ago, and he graved her 
words with iron on the stone of that whereon I stand, but 
none can read that writing, for its secret is lost to us, although 
the prophecy remains. And now the time is full, and it haa 
heen given to me, hia successor, in my old age, to see the? 
fulfilment of the saying. | 

'The time is full, and thia night the promise of the past 
ia accomplished, for. People of the Mist, the immortal gods, 
whose names are holy, have appeared to rule their children, 
Yesterday they came, ye saw them, and in your ears they 
called aloud the sacred names, As a maiden fair and white, 
and as a dwarf black and hideous, have they come, and Aea 
is the name of the maiden, and Jdl is the name of the dwarf.' 

He ceased, and his voice died away in the echoes of the 
great place. Once again there was silence, broken only by 
the seething sound of waters and the indefinable murmur o£ 
an unseen throng beneath. | 

Leonard stood stil! awhile, then edged himself gently for-: 
ward with the design of discovering where and upon what 
they were standing. His curiosity soon met with a violent 
check, for before he had gone a yard he felt that his right 
foot was dangling in space, and it was only by a strong 
effort that he prevented himself from falling, whither he, 
knew not. 

Recovering his balance, he shuffled himself back again 
the side of Francisco, and whispered a warning to him m 
to move if be valued his life. As Leonard spoke, he noticei 
that the blackness of the night was turning grey with thi 
light of the unrisen moon. Already her rays, strikinf 
upwards, brightened the sky above and the mountains behim _ 
and from them fell a pale reflection, which grew gradually] 
stronger and clearer. 

Now he could discover that close upon him to the left 
black mass towered high into the air, and that far beneat 
him gleamed something like the foam on broken waterj 
For a time he watched this water, or whatever it might b ' 
until a smothered exclamation from Francisco caused hii 
to look up again. As he looked, the edge of the moon ro8e 
above the temple wall, and by slow degrees a wonderful 
sight was revealed to him. Kot till the moon was full" 
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isibie did he see everything, aiid to describe all as he dis- 
covered it, piecemeal, would be difficult. This was what 
Leonard saw at length. 

Before him and uudBrneath him lay a vast and roofless 
building, open to the east, covering some two acres of ground, 
and surrounded by Titanic walls, fifty feet or more in height. 
This building was shaped like a Eoman amphitheatre, but 
with the eseeption of the space immediately below him, its 
area was filled with stone seats, and round its wide circum- 
ference stone seats rose tier on tier. These were all occupied 
by men and women in hundreds, and except at the further 
end, scarcely a place was empty. At the western extremity 
of the temple a huge statue towered seventy or eighty feet 
into the air, hewn, to all appearance, from a mass of living 
lock. Behind this colossus, and not more than a hundred 
paces from it, the sheer mountain rose, precipice upon preci- 
pice, to the foot of a white peak clad in eternal snow. It 
was the peak that they had seen from the plain when the 
mist lifted, and the statue was the dark mass beneath it 
which had excited their curiosity. 

This fearful colossus was fashioned to the sliape of a huge 
dwarf of hideous countenance, seated with bent arms out- 
stretched in a forward direction, and palms turned upwards 
as though to bear the weight of the sky. The statue stood, 
or rather sat, upon a platform of rock; and not more than 
four paces from its base, so that the outstretched hands and 
slightly bowed head overhung it indeed, was a circular gulf 
measuring, perhaps, thirty yards across, in which seething 
waters raged and boiled. Whence they came and whither 
tiiey went it was impossible to see, but Leonard discovered 
afterwards that here was the source of the river which they 
had followed for so many days. Escaping from the gulf by 
underground passages that it had hollowed for itself through 
the solid rock, the two branches of the torrent passed round 
the walls of the town, to unite again in the plain below. 
How the pool itself was supplied Leonard was destined to 
learn iu after-days. 

Between the steep polished sides of the rock basin and 
the feet of the statue was placed an altar; or sacrificial 
stone. Here on this ledge, which covered an area no greater 
than that of a small room, and in front of the altar stood a 
man bound, in whom Leonard recognised Olfan, the king, 
while on either side of hiiu were priests, naked to the waist. 
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and armed with knives. Behind tliem again stood the little I 
band of Settlement men, trembling with terror. Nor were ] 
their fears groundless, for there among them lay < 
their number, dead. This was the man whose nerve had I 
broken down, who shrieked aloud in the darkness, and iu ] 
reward had been smitten into everlasting bilence. 

All this Leonard saw by degrees, but the first thing that \ 
he saw has not yet been told. Long before the briUiaut rays ' 
.of the moon lit the amphitheatre they struck upon the huge 
head of the dwarf idol, and there, on this giddy perch, some 
Beventy feet from the ground, and nearly a hundred above I 
the level of the pool of seething water, sat Juanna herself, I 
enthroned iu an ivory chair. She had been divested of her j 
black cloak, and was clad in the robe of snowy linen cut ] 
low upon her breast, and fastened round her waist with a I 
girdle. Her dark hair flowed about her shoulders; in | 
either hand she held the lilies, red and white, and upon ' 
forehead glowed the ruby like a blood-red stiir. She sat ] 
quite still, her eyes set wide in horror; and first the moon- 
light gleamed upon the gem bound to her forehead, next it 1 
showed the pale and lovely face beneath, then her snowy ' 
arms and breast, the whiteness of her robes, and the hideout 
demon head whereon her throne was fixed. 

No spirit could have seemed more beautiful than this 
woman set thus on bigli in that dark place of blood and 
fear. Indeed, in the unearthly light she looked like a 
spirit, the spirit of beauty triumphing over the hideous- [ 
ness of hell, the angel of light trampling the Devil and | 
his works. 

It was not wonderful that this fierce and barbarous ] 
people sighed like reeds before the wind when her love- 
liness dawned upon them, made ethereal by the moon, or 1 
that thenceforth Leonard could never think of her quite as J 
he thought of any other woman. Under such conditions | 
moat well-favoured women would have appeared beautiful; , 
Juanna did more, she seemed divine. 

As the light grew downward and the shadows thinned 
before it, Leonard followed with his eyes and presently he 
discovered Otter. The dwarf, naked except for his girdle 
and the fringe upon his head, was also enthroned, holding 
the ivory sceptre in his hand, but in a seat of ebony placed ' 
upon the knees of the colossus, nearly forty feet below i 
Juanna. 
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Then Leonard turned to consider Francisco's position 
and his own, and found it terrible enough. Indeed, the 
moment that he discovered it was nigh to being his last. 
In company with two priests of the Snake, they were 
standing on the palm of the right hand of the idol, that 
formed a little platform some six feet square, which they 
had won in the darkness through a tunnel hewn in the arm 
of stone. There they stood unprotected by any railing or 
support, and before them and on either side of them was 
a sheer drop of some ninety feet to the water beneath or of 
fifty to the rock of the platform. 

Leonard saw, and for a moment turned faint and dizzy, 
then, setting the butt of his rifle on to the stone, he leaned 
upon the barrel till his brain cleared. It was well for him 
that he had not known what lay beneath when, but now, 
he thrust his foot into vacancy, for then his senses might 
have failed him. 

Suddenly he remembered Francisco, and opened his eyes, 
which he had closed to shut out the sight of the yawning 
gulf beneath. It was not too soon. The priest had seen 
also, and consciousness was deserting him ; even as Leonard 
turned his knees gave way, and he sank forward and 
downwards. 

Quick as thought Leonard stretched out his right hand 
and caught Francisco by the robe he wore, then, resting 
his weight upon the rifle, he strained at the priest's falling 
body with all his force in such a manner that its direction 
was turned, and it fell sideways upon the platform, not 
downwards into space. Leonard dragged at him again, 
and thrust him into the mouth of the little tunnel through 
which they had reached this dreadful eminence, where he 
lay quiet and safe, lost in a blessed insensibility. 

All this took place in a few seconds. The two priests of 
the Snake, who stood by them as calmly as though their 
feet were still on the solid earth, saw, but made no move- 
ment. Only Leonard thought that they smiled grimly, 
and a horrible fear struck his heart like a breath of ice. 
What if they waited a signal to cast him down ? It might 
well be so. Already he had seen enough of their rites to 
enable him to guess that theirs was a religion of blood and 
human sacrifice. 

He shivered, and again turned faint, so faint indeed that he 
did not dare to keep his feet, but sank into a sitting posture, 
resting his back against the stone of the idol's thumb. 



CHAPTER SSni 



CONQUEKKD HAM 



Still the silence endured, and still the moonlight grew, . 
creeping lower and lower till it shone upon the face of the I 
seething waters, and, except in the immediate shadow of I 
the walla, all the amphitheatre was full of it. i 

Theu the voice of Nam spoke again from far away, and I 
Leonard looked to see whence he spoke. Now he saw. | 
Nam, attended by three priests, was perched like an eagle f 
on the left palm of the eolossua, and from this dizzy plat- 
form he addressed the midtitude. Looking across the 
breast of the statue, Leonard could just see the out- 
stretched arm and the fierce face of the high priest as 
he glared down upon the people. 

' Hearken, ye Dwellei-s in the Mist, Children of the Snake ! ' 
Ye have seen your ancient gods, your Father and your 
Mother, come back to rule you and to lead yon on through 
war to peace, to wealth, to power, and to glory. Te see 
them now by that light and in that place wherein only it is 
lawful that ye should look upon them. Say, do ye believe 
and do ye accept them ? Answer, every one of you, answer 
with your voice ! ' 

Then a mighty roar of sound went up from the gathered 
thousands, a roar that shaped itself into the words : 

' We believe and we accept.' 

' It is well,' said Nam when the tumult had died away. I 
' Hearken, ye high gods 1 Aca ! and JSl ! Bend down , 
your ears and deign to hearken to your priest and servant, I 
speaking in the name of j'our children, the People of the I 
Mist, Be ye kings to reign over us ! Accept the power 4 
and the sacrifice, and sit in the place of kings. We give 
you rule through all the land ; the life of every dweller in 
the land is yours ; yours are their cattle and their goats, 
their city aud their armies. For you the altars shall i 
red, the cry of the victim shall be music in your ears, 
shall look upon him whom long ago ye set to guard the j 
secret awful place, and he shall crawl beneath your feet. _ 
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As ye ruled our fathers so ye shall rule us, according to the 
customs which ye laid down for ever. Glory be to you, 
Aca, and to you, O J^l ! immortal kings for evermore ! ' 

Aiid in a shout that rent the skies the great audience 
echoed: ^ Glory be to you, Aca, and to you, J^l, 
immortal kings for evermore ! ' 

Then Nam spoke again, saying : * Bring forth the virgin, 
that fair maid who is destined to the Snake, that he 
may look upon her and accept her as his wife. Bring 
her forth also who, twelve months gone, was vowed in 
marriage to the Shape of stone, that she may bid her 
lord farewell/ 

As he spoke there was a stir behind the idol, and pres- 
ently from either side of it a woman was led forward by 
two priests on to the little space of rock between its feet 
and the edge of the gulf, and placed one to the right of the 
altar, and one to the left. Both these women were tall and 
lovely with the dark and somewhat terrifying beauty of the 
People of the Mist, but there the resemblance between them 
ended. She to the right was naked except for a girdle of 
snake-skin and the covering of her abundant hair, which 
was crowned with a wreath of red lilies similar to the 
flower that the priests had given to Juanna. She to the 
left, on the contrary, was clothed in a black robe round 
which was broidered the shape of a blood-red snake, whose 
head rested upon her breast. Leonard noticed that the 
appearance of this woman was that of extreme terror, for 
she shrank and trembled, whereas that of the flower- 
crowned bride was jubilant and even haughty. 

For a moment the two women stood still while the people 
gazed upon them. Then at a signal from Nam, she who 
was crowned with flowers was led before the altar, and 
thrice she bowed the knee to the idol, or rather to Otter, who 
sat upon it. Now all eyes were fixed on the dwarf, who 
stared at the girl but made no sign, which was not wonder- 
ful, seeing that he had no inkling of the meaning of the 
ceremony. As it chanced, he could not have acted more 
wisely, at least in the interests of the bride, for here, as 
elsewhere, silence was held to give consent. 

' Behold the god accepts,' cried Nam, * the beauty of the 
maid is pleasing in his eyes. Stand aside, Saga, the 
blessed, that the people may look upon you and know you. 
Hail to you, wife of the Snake ! * 
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miling triiimpliantly the girl moved back to her place 
I by the altar, and turned her proud face to the people. 
I Then the multitude shouted ; 

'Hail to you, bride of the Snake 1 Hail to you, the 
blessed, chosen of the god ! ' 

While the tumult still lasted the woman who was clad in 
I the black robe was led forward, and when it had died away 
\ she also made her obeisance before the idol. 

'Away with her that she may seek her Lord in his own 
' place,' cried Nam. 

' Away with her, her day is done,' echoed the multitude. 
Then, before Juanna could interfere, before she eould even 
speak, for, be it remembered, she alone understood all that 
was said, the two priests who guarded tlie doomed woman, 
rent the robe from her and with one swing of their strong 
I arms hurled her backwards far into the pool of seething 
[ waters. 

She fell with a shriek and lay floating on their surface 

flung this way and that by the eddy of the whirlpool just 

where the moonlight beat most brightly. All who could ot 

I the multitude bent forward to see her end, and overcome by 

a fearful fascination, Leonard threw himself on his face 

and craning his bead over the stone of the idol's hand, 

watched also, for the girl's struggling shape was almost 

immediately beneath hiin. Another minute and he would 

[ have foregone the hope of winning the treasure which 

I he bad come ao far to seek, not to have yielded to the 

I impulse. 

"or as he stared, the waters beneath the feet of the idol 

Were agitated as a pond ia agitated by the rush of a pike when 

he dashes at hia prey. Then for an instant the light gleamed 

upon a dull enormous shape, and suddenly the head of a croco- 

. dile reared itself out of the pool. The head of a crocodile, 

I but of auch a crocodile as he had never heard or dreamed 

I of, for this head alone was broader than the breast of the' 

I biggest man, its dull eyes were the size of a man's fiat, ita 

J'ellow fangs were like the teeth of a Hon, and from its' 
ower jaw hung tentacles or lumps of white flesh which at' 
1 that distance gave it the appearance of being bearded likoLi 
a goat. Also, the skin of this huge reptile, which could not, 
have measured less than fifty feet in length by four feet ini 
depth, was here and there corroded into rusty excreaeeneas^l 
J though some fungus or lichen had grown upon it likej 
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grey moss on an ancient wall. Indeed, its appearance 
seemed to point to extreme antiquity.^ 

Hearing the disturbance in the water, the reptile had 
emerged from the cave where it dwelt beneath the feet of 
the idol, to seek its accustomed food, which consisted of 
the human victims that were cast to it at certain intervals. 
It reared its hideous head and glared around, then of a 
sudden the monster and the victim vanished together into 
the depths. 

Sick with horror Leonard drew himself back into a sit- 
ting posture, and glanced up at Juanna. She was crouched 
in her ivory chair overcome, and her eyes were closed, either 
through faintness or to shut out the sight of dread. Then 
he looked down at Otter. The dwarf, staring fixedly at 
the water, sat still as the stone effigy that supported him. 
Evidently in all his varied experience he had seen no such 
thing as this. 

* The Snake ha» accepted the sacrifice,' cried Nam again ; 
* the Snake has taken her who was his bride to dwell with 
him in his holy house. Let the offerings be completed, for 
this is but the first-fruit. Take Olfan who was king, and 
offer him up. Cast down the white servants of the Mother, 
and offer them up. Seize the slaves who stood before her 
in the plain, and offer them up. Lead forth the captives, 
and offer them up. Let the sacrifice of the Crowning of 
Kings be accomplished according to custom, that the god 
whose name is Jdl may be appeased; that he may listen to 
the pleading of the Mother, that the sun may shine upon 
us, that fruitfulness may fill the land and peace be within 
its gates.' 

Thus he cried while Leonard felt his blood turn cold and 
his hair rise upon his head, for though he could not under- 
stand the words, he guessed their purport and his instinct 
told him that a great danger threatened them. He looked 

^ Crocodiles are proverbially long lived, but Leonard could never dis- 
cover the age of this particular reptile. On enquiry he was able to trace 
it back for three hundred years, and tradition said that it had always 
dwelt among the People of the Mist from * the beginning of time.' At 
least it was very old, and under the name of the Snake had been an object 
of worship for many generations. How it came among the People of the 
Mist is difficult to say, for no other specimen appeared to exist in the 
country. Perhaps it was captured in some distant age and placed in 
the cave by the priests, to figure as an incarnation of the Snake that 
was the object of their worship. 
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at the two priests who stood by, and they glared hungrily 
on him in answer. Then his courage came back to him ; at 
least he had his rifle and would fight for his life. It must 
go hard if he could not put a bullet through one or both of 
them before they got a hold of him. 

Meanwhile the priests below had seized the king Olfan, 
whose giant form they were dragging towards the stone of 
sacrifice. But of a sudden, for the first time Juanna spoke, 
and a deep silence fell upon the temple and all within it. 

'Hearken, People of the Mist,' she said; and her voice 
falling from that great height seemed small and far away, 
although so clear that every word was audible iu t!ie stiU- 
nesB of the night. 

' Hear me, People of the Mist, and ye, priests of the 
Snake. Aca is come again, and JEl is come again, and ye 
have given them back their rule after many generatious, 
and in their hands lie the lives of everyone of you. As the 
old tradition told of them so they are, the Mother and the 
Child, and the one is clothed with beauty, the symbol of life 
and of the fruitful earth ; and the other is black and 
hideous, the symbol of death and the evil that walks upon 
the earth. And ye would do sacrifice to Jftl that he may 
be appeased according to the ancient law, and listen to the 
pleading of the Mother that fruitfulness may fill the laud. 
Not BO shall Jftl be appeased, and not because of the sacri- 
fice of men shall Aca plead with him that prosperity may 
reign in the land. 

' Behold, the old law is done away, and we give you a 

new law. Now is the hour of reconciliation, now Life and 

Death walk hand in hand, and the hearts of Aca and JSl 

have grown gentle through the ages, and they no longer 

crave the blood of men as an offering to their majesty, 

[ Henceforth ye shall bring them fruits and flowers, and not 

Lthe lives of men. See, in my hand I hold winter lilies, red 

laod white, blood-red they are and white as snow. Now the 

rired flower, token of sacrifice and slaughter, I crush and 

rcaat away, but the white bloom of love and peace I set 

I upon my breast. It is done, gone is the old law ; see, it 

I falls into the place of the Snake, its home ; but the new 

[law blossoms above my heart and in it Shall it not be so, 

finy Children, People of the Mist ? Will ye not accept my 

[ mercy and my love ? ' 

The multitude watched the red blooms as, bruised and 
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broken, through the light and through the shadow, they 
fell slowly to the seething surface of the pool; then it 
looked up like one man and saw the white lily set upon 
Juanna's whiter breast. They saw, and moved by a com- 
mon impulse, they rose with a sound like the rush of the 
wind and shouted : 

< Gone is the day of blood and sacrifice, come is the day 
of peace ! We thank you. Mother, and we take your mercy 
and your love/ 

Then they were silent, and again there was a sound like 
that of the wind, as all their thousands sank back to the 
seats of stone. 

Now Nam spoke again in a voice of fury that rang 
through the still air like a clarion. 

< What is this that my ears hear ? ' he cried. * Are ye 
mad, O ye Dwellers in the Mist? Or does the Mother 
speak with a charmed voice ? Shall the ancient worship 
be changed, and in an hour? Nay, not the gods them- 
selves can alter their own worship. Slay on, ye priests, 
slay on, or ye yourselves shall die the dreadful death.' 

The priests below heard, and seizing the struggling king 
they cast him with difficulty down upon the stone. 

' Leonard, Leonard,' cried Juanna in English, addressing 
him for the first time by his Christian name, as even then 
he noticed, but looking straight before her that none might 
guess to whom she spoke. * These priests are going to kill 
you and all of us, except Otter and myself. If you can, 
when you see me point with my hand, shoot that man who 
is about to sacrifice the king. Make no answer.' 

Leonard heard and understood all. Resting his back 
firmly against the thumb of the statue, he shifted his 
position a little so that the group below him came within 
his line of sight and waited, watching Juanna, who now 
was speaking again in the language of the People of 
the Mist. 

* This I promise you, ministers of blood,' she said, * if ye 
obey me not ye shall indeed die the dreadful death, the 
death unknown. Hearken, my servant, who are named 
Deliverer,' and she looked down upon Leonard, 'and do 
my bidding. If one of these shall dare to lift his hand 
against yonder man, slay him swiftly as you know how.' 

* Smite on,' screamed Nam, * smite on and fear not.' 
Most of the priests drew back affrighted ; but one ruffian 

13 
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f lifted Ills knife, anil at that moment Juanna pointed v 
r her hand. Then Leonard, leaning forward, covered the 
priest's great breast with hia rifle as surely as the u 
tain light would allow. Unconscious of his danger, the ! 
executioner muttered an invocation. Now the knife was 
about to fall upon the throat of Olfan, when fire and smoke 
sprang out far above him, the rifle rang, and, shot through 
Lthe heart, the priest leapt high into the air and fell dead. . 
■'Terror seized the witnesses of this unaccustomed and, to | 
Kthem, most awful sight. 

'The gods speak with flame and thunder,' one cried, 'and 
\ death is in the flame.' 

' Silence, dogs I ' screamed Nam, ' ye are bewitched. 
Ho \ you that stand on high, cast down the wizard who 
is named Deliverer, and let us see who will deliver him ] 
from death upon the stone.' 

Then one of the guards who stood by him made a move- 
meut to grasp Leonard and throw him down, but the other 
was terrified and could not stir. The first mau stretched ] 
out his arm, but before it so much as touched its aii 
himself was dead, for, seeing his pui-pose, Leonard had 1 
, lifted the rifle and once more its report rang through the 
Ltemple. Suddenly the priest threw his arms wide, then he I 
■fell backwards, and with a mighty rush dived into sheer i 
Mpace to crash lifeless on to the stone floor below, where 
I he lay, his head and hands hanging over the edge of the ] 
\ pool. 

I Now for the first time Otter's emotions overcame him. 
\ He stood up on the knees of the dwarf, and shaking the 
I sceptre in his hand, he pointed with it to the dead men on ' 
^the paving below, at the same time crying in stentorian i 
\ tones ; 

'Well done. Baas, well done! Now" tumble the old one j 

I yonder off his perch, for I weary of his bowlings.' 

I This speech of Otter's produced even a greater effect on J 

Pthe spectators, if that were possible, than the mysterious I 

' death of the priests. That he whose name was Silence should I 

cry aloud in a strange tongue, of which they understood no I 

single word, was a dread and ominous thing that showed I 

his anger to be deep. But Leonard took no heed, he was too 1 

much engaged in covering the second guard with the barrel 1 

of his repeater. This man, however, had no liking for s 

a dreadful death. Swiftly he flung himself ou to his knees, \ 
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imploring Leonard to spare him in humble accents, and 
with gestures that spoke more plainly than his words. 

Taking advantage of the pause, again Juanna cried aloud : 
' Ye see. People of the Mist, I make no idle threats. Where 
are they now, the disobedient ones ? The tongue of flame 
has licked them and they are dead, and as they have perished, 
so shall all perish who dare to gainsay my word, or the word 
of Jal. Ye know us for gods and ye have crowned us kings, 
and gods and kings we are indeed. Yet fear not, for on 
the rebellious only shall our anger fall. Answer, you Nam. 
Will you do our bidding ? Or will you die also as your 
servants died ? * 

Nam glanced round desperately. He looked down on 
the multitude and found no help there. Long had they 
cowered beneath him ; now hope was born in their breasts, 
and in the presence of a power greater than his, if only for 
a while, they broke his yoke and the yoke of their red super- 
stitions. He looked at the company of priests ; their heart 
was out of them, they were huddled together like knots of 
frightened sheep, staring at the corpses of their two com- 
panions. Then he bethought him of Otter. Surely there 
was refuge in the god of blood and evil ; and he cried to 
him: 

^ The Mother has spoken, but the Mother is not the Child. 
Say, Jal, what is your command ? ' 

Otter made no answer, because he did not understand ; 
but Juanna replied swiftly: 

^I am the mouth of J§rl, as J§,1 is my hand. When I 
speak I speak the words of Jal. Do his bidding and mine, 
or die, you disobedient servant.' 

This was the end of it. Nam was beaten ; for the first 
time in his life he must own a master, and that master the 
gods whom he had himself discovered and proclaimed. 

* So be it,' he said suddenly. * The old order passes, and 
the new order comes. So be it ! Let your will be done, O 
Aca and O J§.1. I have striven for your glory, I have fed 
your altars, and ye threaten me with death and put away 
my gift. Priests, set free that man who was king. People, 
have your way, forget your ancient paths, pluck the white 
flower of peace — and perish! I have said. ' 

So he spoke from on high, shaking his clenched fists 
above his hoary head, and was gone. Then the execution- 
ers unbound the limbs of the ex-king, and he rose from the 
stone of death. 



196 



THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 



'Olfan,' cried Jcanna from on high, 'you that were the 1 
king, we, who have taken your kingship, give you life, and I 
liberty, and honour ; see that in reward you serve us well, , 
lest again you should lie upon that bed of stone. Do you I 
swear fealty to us ? ' 

'For ever and for ever. I swear it by your holy heads,' 
■ answered Olfan. 

' It is well. Now under us once more we give you com- ■ 
maud of the armies of this people, our children. Summon J 
your captains and your soldiers. Bid those that brought 1 
ua hither lead us back whence we came, and there set 1 
guards about us, so that none trouble us. For you, our I 
people, for this time fare you well. Go in peace to dwell I 
in peace beneath the shadow of our strength.' 



CHAPTER XXrV 



OLFAN TEI.I.S OF THE RUBIES 



It was at this juncture that Francisco recovered his senses, 
'Oh!' he gasped, opening his eyes and sitting up, 'is it | 
done, and am I dead ? ' 

'No, no, you are alive and safe,' answered Leonard. I 
' Stay where you are and don't look over the edge, or you I 
will faint again. Here, take my band. Now, you brute,* < 
and he made energetic motions to the surviving priest, indi- 
cating that he must lead them back along the path by 
which they had come, at the same time tapping his rifle J 
significantly. 

The man understood and started down the darksome I 
tunnel as though he were glad to go, Leonard holding his J 
robe with one hand, while with the other he pressed the I 
muzzle of the loaded rifle against the back of his neck. I 
Francisco followed, leaning on Leonard's shoulder, for he \ 
could not walk alone. 

As they had come so they returned. They passed down I 
the steps of stone which were hollowed in the body of the I 
colossus; they traversed the long underground tunneL 
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and at length, to their intense relief, once more they 
stood upon the solid ground and in the open air. Now 
that the moon was up, and the mist which had dark- 
ened the night had melted, they could see their where- 
abouts. They had emerged upon a platform of rock within 
a bowshot of the great gates of the palace, from whence 
the secret subterranean passage used by the priests was 
gained, its opening being hidden cunningly among the 
stone-work of the temple. 

* I wonder where the others are ? ' asked Leonard anx- 
iously of Francisco. 

As he spoke, Juanna, wrapped in her dark cloak, ap- 
peared, apparently out of the stones of the wall, and with 
her Otter, the Settlement men bearing their dead com- 
panion, and a considerable company of priests, among 
whom, however. Nam was not to be seen. 

*0h, is that you, Leonard?^ said Juanna in English, 
and in a voice broken with fear. * Thank Heaven that you 
are safe ! ' 

'Thank Heaven that we are all safe,' he answered. 
' Come, let us get on. No, we can walk, thank you,' and 
he waved away the priests, who produced the litters from 
where they had hidden them under the wall. 

The men fell back and they walked on. At the gate of 
the palace a welcome sight met their eyes, for here stood 
Olfan, and with him at least a hundred captains and 
soldiers, who lifted their spears in salute as they advanced. 

* Olfan, hear our bidding,' said Juanna. * Suffer no 
priest of the Snake to enter the palace gates. We give 
you command over them, even to death. Set guards at 
every doorway and come with us.' 

The ex-king bowed and issued some orders, in obedience 
to which the sullen priests fell back murmuring. Then 
they all passed the gates, crossed the courtyard, and pres- 
ently stood in the torch-lit throne-room, where Juanna had 
slept on the previous night. Here food had been prepared 
for them by Soa, who looked at them curiously, especially 
at Leonard and Francisco, as though, indeed, she had never 
expected to see them again. 

* Hearken, Olfan,' said Juanna, * we have saved your life 
to-night and you have sworn fealty to us ; is it not so ? ' 

* It is so, Queen,' the warrior answered. * And I will be 
faithful to my oath. This heart, that but for you had now 
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I been cold, beats for jou alone. The life you gave back to 
I me is yours, aiid for you I live and die.' 

Ab he spoke he glanced at her with au expresaion in 
which, as it seemed to Juanna, human feeling was mixed I 
with supernatural awe. Was it possible, she wondered ' 
with a thrill of fear, that this savage king was mingling 1 
his worship of the goddess with admiration of the woman ? 
And did he begin to suspect that she was ho goddesa after 
all? Time would show, but at least the look in his eyes 
alarmed her, 

' Fear not,' he went on ; 'a thousand men shall guard 
you night and day. The power o£ Nam is broken for i 
while, and now all this company may sleep in peace.' 

<It is well, Olfan. To-morrow morniug, after we have ' 
eaten, we will talk with you again, for we have much to j 
say. Till theu, watch 1 ' 

The great man bowed and went, aud at last they were 
alone. 

'Let us eat,' said Leonard. 'What is this ? Spirit, or a j 
very good imitation of it. Well, I never wanted a glass of 
brandy more in my life.' 

When tbey had finished their meal, at the request of I 
Leonard Juanna translated all that had been said in the | 
temple, and among her listeners there was none more 
interested than Soa. 

'Say, Soa,' said Leonard, when she had finished, 'you 
did not expect to see us come back alive, did you? Is 
that why you stayed away ? ' 

'No, Deliverer,* she answered. 'I thought that you 
would be killed, every one of you. And so it must have 
come about, had it not been for the Shepherdess. Also, I \ 
stayed away because those who have looked upon the Snake ' 
once do not desire to see him again. Many years ago / I 
was bride to the Snake, Deliverer, and, had 1 not fled, my 
fate would have been the fate of her who died this night.' ' 

'Well, I do not wonder that you chose to go,' said 
Leonard. 

' Oh, Baas,' broke in Otter, ' why did you not shoot that 
old medicine-man as I told you? It would have been easy 
when yon were about it. Baas, and now he would have been i 
broken like an eggshell thrown from a house-top, and not 
alive and full of the meat of malice. He is mad with rage 
and wickedness, and I say that he will kill us all if he can,' 
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^I rather Wish I had/ said Leonard, pulling his beard. 
*I thought of it, but I could not do everything; and on 
future occasions. Otter, will you remember that your name 
is Silence ? Luckily, these people do not understand you : 
if they did you would ruin us alL What is the matter, 
Soa V 

'^Nothing, Deliverer,' she answered; 'only I was think- 
ing that Nam is my father, and I am glad that you did 
not shoot him, as this black dog, who is named a god, 
suggests.' 

* Of gods I know nothing, you old cow,' answered Otter 
angrily ; * they are a far-off people, though it seems that I 
am one of them, at any rate among these fools, your 
kinsmen. But of dogs I can tell you something, and it is 
that they bite/ 

* Yes, and cows toss dogs,' said Soa, showing her teeth. 

* Here is another complication,' thought Leonard to him- 
self ; *one day this woman will make friends with her 
venerable parent and betray us, and then where shall we 
be ? Well, among so many dangers an extra one does not 
matter.' 

* I must go to bed,' said Juanna faintly ; * my head is 
swimming. I cannot forget those horrors and that giddy 
place. When first I saw where I was I nearly fainted and 
fell, but after a while I grew more used to it. Indeed, 
while I was speaking to the people I quite forgot my fear, 
and the height seemed to exhilarate me. What a sight it 
was! When all is said and done, it is a grand thing to 
have lived through such an experience. I wonder if any- 
one has ever seen its like.' 

*You are a marvellous woman, Juanna,' said Leonard, 
with admiration. *We owe our lives to your wit and 
courage.' 

* You see I was right in insisting on coming with you,' 
she answered somewhat aggressively. 

* For our sakes, yes ; for your own I am not so sure. To 
tell you the truth, I think that we should have done better 
never to have started on this mad expedition. However, 
things look a little more promising now, though Nam and 
his company have still to be reckoned with, and we don't 
seem much nearer the rubies', which are our main object.' 

'No,' said Juanna, 'they are gone, and we shall be lucky 
if we do not follow them into the home of that hideous 
snake. Good-night.' 
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* Francisco/ said Leonard, as he rolled himself up in his 
blanket, *you had a narrow escape to-night. If I had 
missed my hold ! ' 

* Yes, Outram, it was lucky for me that your arm is 
strong and your mind quick. Ah, I am a dreadful coward, 
and I can see the place now ; ' and he shuddered. ' Always 
from a child I have believed that I shall die by a fall from 
some height, and to-night I thought that my hour had 
come. At first I did not understand, for I was watching 
the Senora's face in the moonlight, and to me she looked 
like an angel. Then I saw, and my senses left me. It 
was as though hands were stretched up from the blackness 
to drag me down — yes, I saw the hands. But you saved 
me, Outram, though that will not help me, for I shall per- 
ish in some such way at last. So be it. It is best that I 
should die, who cannot conquer the evil of my heart.' 

^ Nonsense, my friend,' said Leonard ; ^ don't talk like 
that about dying. We can none of us afford to die just at 
present — that is, unless we are obliged to do so. Your 
nerves are upset, and no wonder ! As for " the evil of 
your heart," I wish that most men had as little, the world 
would be better. Come, go to sleep, you will feel very 
differently to-morrow.' 

Francisco smiled sadly and shook his head, then he knelt 
and began to say his prayers. The last thing that Leonard 
saw before his eyes closed in sleep was the rapt girlish face 
of the priest, round which the light of the taper fell like an 
aureole, as he knelt muttering prayer after prayer with his 
pale lips. 

It was nine o'clock before Leonard awoke next morning 
— for they liad not slept till nearly four — to find Francisco 
already up, dressed, and, as usual, praying. When Leonard 
was ready they adjourned to Juanna's room, where break- 
fast was prepared for them. Here they found Otter, look- 
ing somewhat disturbed. 

n^aas, Baas,' he said, *they have come and will not go 
away ! ' 

* Who ? ' asked Leonard. 

*The woman, Baas: she who was given to me to wife, 
and many other women — her servants — with her. There 
are more than twenty of them outside. Baas, and all of 
them very big. Now, what shall I do with her, Baas ? I 
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came here to serve you and to seek the red stones that you 
desire, and not a woman tall enough to be my grandmother.' 
' I really don't know and don't care,' answered Leonard. 
^ If you will be a god you must take the consequences. 
Only beware, Otter : lock up your tongue, for this woman 
will teach you to speak her language, and she may be a 
spy.' 

* Yes, Baas, I will see to that. Is not my name Silence, 
and shall women make me talk — me, who have alwavs 
hated them ? But — the Baas would not like to marry 
her himself ? I am a god, as you say, though it was you 
who mad^ me one. Baas, not I, and my heart is large ; I 
will give her to you, BaaSo' 

* Certainly not,' answered Leonard decidedly. ^ See if 
the breakfast is ready. No, I forgot, you are a god, so 
climb up into that throne and look the part, if you can.' 

As he spoke, Juanna came from her room, looking a 
little pale, and they sat down to breakfast. Before they 
had finished their meal, Soa announced that Olfan was 
waiting without. Juanna ordered him to be admitted, and 
presently he entered. 

* Is all well, Olfan ? ' asked Juanna. 

^ All is well. Queen,' he. answered. 'Nam and three hun- 
dred of his following held council at dawn in the house of 
the priests yonder. There is much stir and talk in the 
city, but the hearts of the people are light because their 
ancient gods have come back to us, bringing peace with 
them.' 

^Good,' said Juanna. Then she began to question him 
artfully on many things, and by degrees they learnt more 
of the People of the Mist. 

It seemed, as Leonard had already guessed, that they 
were a very ancient race, having existed for countless 
generations on the same misty upland plains. They were 
not, however, altogether isolated, for occasionally they 
made war with other savage tribes. But they never inter- 
married with these tribes, all the captives taken in their 
wars being offered in sacrifice at the religious festivals. 
The real governing power in the community was the 
Society of the Priests of the Snake, who held their office 
by hereditary tenure, outsiders being admitted to their 
body only under very exceptional circumstances. The 
council of this society chose the kings, and when they were 
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weary of one of them, they sacrificed him and chose an- 1 
other, either from among his issue or elsewhere. This | 
being the custom, as may be imagined, the relations be- i 
tween church and state were mucli strained, but hitherto i 
— as Olfan explained with suppressed rage — the church 
had been supreme. 

Indeed, the king, for the time being, was onJy its mouth- 
piece, or executive officer. He led the armies, hut the 
auperatitioBS of the people — and even of the soldiers them- 
selves — prevented him from wielding any real power ; 
and, unless he chanced to die natui'ally, his end was nearly m 
always the same: to be sacrificed when the seasons were J 
had or ' Jdl was angry,' 1 

The country was large but sparsely populated, the fight- | 
ing men numbering not more than four thousand, of whom 
about half lived in the great city, the rest occupying villages 
here and there on the mountain slopes. As a rule the 
people were monogamous, except the priests. It was the 
custom of sacrifice which kept down the population to its 
low level, made the power of the priests absolute, and their 
wealth greater than that of all the other inhabitants of the 
country put together, for they chose the victims that had 
offended against Jftl or against . the raother-^ddess, and 
confiscated their possessions to 'the service of the temple.' 
Thus the great herds of half-wild cattle which the travellers 
had seen on the plains belonged to the priests, aud the 
priests took a fourth of the produce of every man's field ' 
and garden — that is, when they did not take it all, and his 
life with it. 

Twice iu every year great festivals were held in the 

temple of JAl, at the beginning of the spring season and in 

the autumn after the ingathering of the crops. At each of 

these festivals many victims were offered in sacrifice, soma 

upon the stone and some by being hurled into the boiling J 

pool beneath the statue, there to be consumed by the Snake 1 

or swept down the secret course of the underground river. 1 

j The feast celebrated in the spring was sacred to Jfll, and I 

I'that in the autumu to the mother-goddess. But there was 1 

I this difference between them — that at the spring ceremony 1 

female victims only were sacrificed to Jdl to propitiate him J 

and to avert his evil influence, while at the autumn celebra- 1 

tion males alone were offered up to the mother- goddess in J 

gratitude for her gifts of plenty. Also criminals were J 
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occasionally thrown to the Snake that his hunger might be 
satisfied. The priests had other rites, Olfan added, and 
these they would have an opportunity of witnessing if the 
spring festival, which should be celebrated on the second 
day from that date, were held according to custom. 

* It shall not be celebrated,' said Juanna, almost fiercely. 
Then Leonard, who had hitherto listened in silence, 

asked a question through Juanna. ^How is it,' he said, 
^ that Nam and his fellows, being already in absolute power, 
were so willing to accept the gods J&l and Aca when 
they appeared in person, seeing that henceforth they must 
obey, not rule ? ' 

* For two reasons, lord,' Olfan answered; 'first, because 
the gods are gods, and their servants know them ; and 
secondly, because Nam has of late stood in danger of losing 
his authority. Of all the chief priests that have been told 
of. Nam is the most cruel and the most greedy. For three 
years he has doubled the tale of sacrifices, and though the 
people love these sights of death, they murmur, for none 
know upon whom the knife shall fall. Therefore, he was 
glad to greet the gods come back, since he thought that 
they would confirm his power, and set him higher than he 
sat before. Now he is astonished because they proclaim 
peace and will have none of the sacrifice of men, for Nam 
does not love such gentle gods.' 

*Yet he shall obey them,' said Otter, speaking for the 
first time by the mouth of Juanna, who all this while was 
acting as interpreter, *or drink his own medicine, for I 
myself .will sacrifice him to myself.' 

When Juanna had translated the dwarf's bloodthirsty 
threat Olfan bowed his head meekly and smiled ; clearly 
the prospect of Nam's removal did not cause him unmixed 
grief. It was curious to see this stately warrior chief 
humbling his pride before the misshapen, knob-nosed Kaffir. 

* Say, Olfan,' asked Leonard, * who cut from the rock the 
great statue on which we sat last night, and what is that 
reptile we saw when the woman was thrown into the pool 
of troubled waters ? " 

*' Ask the Water-dweller of the water-dweller, the Snake 
of the snake, and the Dwarf of his image,' answered Olfan, 
nodding towards Otter. * How can I, who am but a man, 
tell of such things, lord? I only know that the statue 
was fashioned in the far past, when we, who are now but 
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a remnant, were a great people ; and as for the Snake, he 
has always lived there in his holy place.- Our graud- 
fatliers' grandfathers knew him, and since that day he has 
not changed.' 

^ Interesting fact in natural history,' said Leonard ; ^ I wish 
I could get him home alive to the Zoological Gardens.' 

Then he asked another question. * Tell me, Olfan, what 
became of the red stones yesterday, and of him who 
offended in offering them to the god yonder ? ' 

^ The most of them were cast into the pit of waters, lord, 
there to be hidden for ever. There were three hide sacks 
full.' 

* Oh, heavens ! ' groaned Leonard when Juanna had trans- 
lated this. * Otter, you have something to answer for ! ' 

* But the choicest,' went on Olfan, * were put in a smaller 
bag, and tied about the neck of the man who had sinned. 
There were not many, but among them were the largest 
stones, that until yesterday shone in the eyes of the idol, 
stones blue and red together. Also, there was that stone, 
shaped like a human heart, which hitherto has been worn 
by the high priest on the days of sacrifice, and with it the 
image of the Dwarf fashioned from a single gem, and that 
of the Water-dweller cut from the great blue stone, and 
other smaller ones chosen because of their beauty and also 
because they have been known for long in the land. For 
although many of these pebbles are found where the priests 
dig for them, but few are "large and perfect, and the art of 
shaping them is lost.' 

* And what became of the man ? ' Leonard asked, speak- 
ing as quietly as he could, for his excitement was great. 

*Nay, I do not know,' answered Olfan. Q only know 
that he was let down with ropes into the home of the 
Snake, and that he gained that holy place, for it was told 
to me that he dragged rope after him, perhaps as he fled 
before the Snake. 

* Now it was promised to the man that when he had laid 
the bag of stones in the place of the Snake, for the Snake 
to guard for ever, his sins would be purged, and if it pleased 
the Water-dweller to spare him, that he should be drawn 
up again. Thus Nam swore to him, but he did not keep 
his oath, for when the man had entered the cave he bade 
those who held the ropes to cast them loose, and I know 
not what happened to him, but doubtless he is food for 
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the Snake. None who look upon that holy place may live 
to see the sun again.' 

* I only hope that the brute did not swallow the rubies 
as well as their bearer,' said Leonard to Juanna ; * not that 
there is much chance of our getting them, anyway.' . 

Then Olfan went, nor did he return till the afternoon, 
when he announced that Nam and his two principal priests 
waited without to speak with them. Juanna ordered that 
they should be admitted, and presently they came in. 
Their air was humble, and their heads were bowed; but 
Leonard saw fury gleaming in their sombre eyes, and was 
not deceived by this mask of humility. 

* We come, O ye gods,' said Nam, addressing Juanna and 
Otter, who sat side by side on the throne-like chairs : * We 
come to ask your will, for ye have laid down a new law 
which we do not understand. On the third day from now 
is the feast of J^l, and fifty women are made ready to be 
offered to JAl that his wrath may be appeased with their 
blood, and that he may number their spirits among his 
servants, and withhold his anger from the People of the 
Mist, giving them a good season. This has been the cus- 
tom of the land for many a generation, and whenever that 
custom was broken then the sun has not shone, nor the 
corn grown, nor have the cattle and the goats multiplied 
after their kind. But now, ye gods, ye have proclaimed 
a new law, and I, who am yet your servant, come hither to 
ask your will. How shall the feast go, and what sacrifice 
shall be offered unto you ? ' 

^ The feast shall go thus,' answered Juanna. ^ Ye shall 
offer us a sacrifice indeed ; to each of us ye shall offer an 
ox and a goat, and the ox and the goat shall be given to 
the Snake to feed him, but not the flesh of men ; moreover, 
the feast shall be held at noon and not in the night-time.' 

'An ox and a goat — to each an ox and a goat!' said 
Nam humbly, but in a voice of bitterest sarcasm. * As ye 
will so let it be, ye gentle-hearted gods. And the fes- 
tival shall be held at noon, and not in the night season as 
of old. As ye will, ye kind gods. Your word is my 
law, Aca, and J^l ; ' and bowing to the ground the 
aged man withdrew himself, followed by his satellites. 

*That devilish priest makes, my flesh creep,' said Ju- 
anna, when she had translated his words. 

' Oh I Baas, Baas.' echoed Otter, * why did you not shoot 
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^^^H him wluie yuu iuight ? Kow he will surely live to tlirotr 
^^^H US tx> the Suake.' 

^^^H As be spoke Soa advanced from behind the thrones 
^^^H where she had taken refuge when Natu entered. 
^^^H ' It i^ not well for a dog who gives himself out as a god 
^^^B to threatea the life of one whom he has tricked,' she said 
^^^^L meaningly. ' Perchance the hour shall come when the true 
^^^^1 god will avenge himself on the false, and by the hand of 
^^^^B hii< faithful servant, whom you would do to death, you 
^^^^H base-burn dwarf.' And before anyone could answer she 
^^^^H left the chamber, casting a malevolent look at Ottei as 
^^^^H she went. 

^^^^1 ' That secvant of yours makes my Sesh creep, Juanna,' 
^^^^P said Leonard. ' One thing is clear enough, we must not 
^^ allow her to overhear aoy more of our plans ; she knows a 
great deal too much already.' 

' I cannot understand what has happened to Soa,' said 
Juanna ; ' she seems so changed,' 

'You made that remark before, Juanna; but for my 
part I don't think she is changed. The sight of her ami- 
able parent has developed her hidden vii'tues, that is all.' 



1 



CHAPTER XXV 



Thk third day came, the day of the sacrifice after the new 
order. Nothing particular had happened in the interval : 
Leonard and Francisco took some walks through the city, 
guarded by Peter and the Settlement men ; that was all. 

They did not see much there, except the exteriors of the \ 
houses built of stone and roofed with turves, and the oold J 
stare of curiosity with which they were followed by Lun- I 
dreds of eyes gave them a sense of unrest that effectually 
checked their efforts at closer examination. Once indeed 
they halted in the market-place, which was thronged ; 
whereon all business ceased, and seller, buyer, herdsmen 
and presiding priests flocked around staring at them, 1 
in fear and half in curiosity, for they had never seen white ] 
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men before. This they could not bear, so they returned 
to the palace. 

Of course Otter and Juanna, being divine, were not al- 
lowed to indulge in such recreations. They were gods and 
must live up to their reputation. For one day Otter en- 
dured it ; on the second, in spite of Leonard's warnings, 
he sought refuge in the society of the bride Saga. This 
was the beginning of evil, for if no man is a hero to his 
valet de chamhre, much less can he remain a god for long 
in the eyes of a curious woman. Here, as in other matters, 
familiarity breeds contempt. 

Leonard saw these dangers and^spoke seriously to the 
dwarf on the subject. Still he could not conceal from him- 
self that, putting aside the question of his ennui, which 
made his conduct natural, at any rate, in a savage. Otter's 
position "was a difficult one. So Leonard shrugged his 
shoulders and consoled himself as best he could with the 
reflection that, at least, his wife would teach the dwarf 
something of her language, which by the way he himself 
was practising assiduously under the tuition of Juanna 
and Soa. 

At noon the party adjourned to the temple, escorted by 
a bevy of priests and soldiers, for in obedience to Juanna's 
commands the feast was to be celebrated in the daytime 
and not at night. As before, the vast amphitheatre was 
crowded with thousands of human beings, but there was a 
difference in the arrangements. 

Juanna and Otter had declined to occupy their lofty 
thrones, and sat in chairs at the feet of the huge and 
hideous stone idol, almost on the edge of tne pool, Nam 
alone standing before them, while Leonard, Francisco, and 
the Settlement men ranged themselves on either side. 
The day was cold and miserable, and snow fell from time 
to time in large flakes from an ashen sky. 

Presently Nam addressed the multitude. 

* People of the Mist,' he cried, ' ye are gathered here to 
celebrate the feast of J§,1, according to ancient custom, but 
the gods have come back to you, as ye know, and the gods 
in their wisdom have changed the custom. Fifty women 
were prepared for the sacrifice ; this morning they rose 
rejoicing, deeming that they were destined to the Snake, 
but now their joy is turned to sorrow, since the gods will 
not accept them, having chosen a new offering for them- 
selves. Let it be brought forward.' 
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At his word lads appeared from behind the idol, driving 
two lean bulls, and with them a pair of he-goats. 

Whether by accident or design, they drove them so un- 
skilfully that the animals blundered hither and thither 
over the rocky platform till they were finally despatched 
with blows from clubs and axes, that is, except one goat, 
which, escaping its pursuers, rushed down the amphitheatre 
and scrambled from seat to seat among the audience, ut- 
tering a succession of terrified * baa's/ Indeed the scene 
was so comic that even that sombre and silent people 
began to laugh, accustomed as they were on these occa- 
sions to the hideous and impressive cexemonial of the 
midnight sacrifice of many human beings. 

The ancient feast was a fiasco; this was a fact which 
could not be concealed. 

'Begone, ye People of the Mist,' said Nam presently, 
pointing to the dead animals. ' The sacrifice is sacrificed, 
the festival of Jal is done. May the Mother plead with 
the Snake that the sun may shine, and that fruitfulness 
may bless the land.' 

Now, scarcely ten minutes had elapsed since the begin- 
ning of the ceremony, which in the ordinary course of 
events lasted through the greater part of the night, for it 
was the custom to slaughter each victim singly and with 
appropriate solemnities. A murmur of disapprobation 
arose from the far end of the amphitheatre, that swelled 
gradually to a roar. The people had been thankful to 
accept Juanna's message of peace, but, brutalised as they 
were by the continual sight of bloodshed, they were not 
willing to dispense with their carnivals of human sacrifice. 
A Roman audience gathered to witness a gladiatorial show, 
to find themselves treated instead to a donkey-race and a 
cock-fight, could scarcely have shown more fury. 

' Bring out the women ! Let the victims be offered up 
to Jal as of old,' the multitudes yelled in their rage, and 
ten minutes or more elapsed before they could be quieted. 

Then Nam addressed them cunningly. 

* People of the Mist,' he said, ' the gods have given us a 
new law, a law of the sacrifice of oxen and goats in the 
place of men and maids, and ye yourselves have welcomed 
that law. No longer shall the blood of victims flow to 
J&l beneath the white rays of the moon while the chant of 
his servants goes up to heaven. Nay, henceforth this holy 
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place must be a shambles for the kiiie. So be it, my chil- 
dren ; in my old age I hear the gods speaking with an 
altered voice and I obey them. It is nothing to me who 
am about to die, yet I tell you that rather would I myself 
be stretched upon the ancient stone than see the worship 
of our forefathers thus turned into a mockery. The sacri- 
fice is sacrificed : now may the Mother intercede with the 
Snake that plenty may bless the land.' And he smiled 
satirically and turned away. 

Those of the audience who were near enough to hear his 
words cried them out to the ranks behind them, and when 
all understood there followed a scene of most indescribable 
tumult. 

* Blood, give us blood ! ' roared the populace, their fierce 
faces alight with rage. 'Shall we be mocked with the; 
sacrifice of goats ? Offer up the servants of the false gods. 
Give us blood ! Lead forth the victims ! ' 

In the midst of this uproar Juanna, clad in her white 
robes and with the red stone bound upon her brow, rose 
from her seat to speak. 

* Silence ! ' cried Nam, * hear the voice of Aca ; ' and by 
degrees the shouting died away, and she spoke. 

' Do ye dare thus to offer outrage to the gods ? ' she 
cried. ' Be warned lest we bring death and famine upon 
you all. Men shall be offered up to us no more. I have 
spoken.' 

For a while there was silence, then the clamour broke 
out with redoubled violence, and a portion of the multitude 
made a rush round the edge of the pool towards the rock 
platform, which was repelled by the soldiers in a very half- 
hearted way. 

' Now,' said Olfan, ' I think that these will do well to be 
going,-^' and he pointed to Leonard, Francisco, and the Set- 
tlement men. 'Doubtless the gods can defend themselves, 
but if the others do not fly, this is sure, that presently they 
will be torn to pieces.' 

' Let us all go,' said Juanna, whose nerve began to fail 
her ; and suiting the action to the word she led the way 
towards the rock tunnel, followed by the others. 

They were not allowed to reach it unmolested, however, 
for a number of the crowd, headed, as Leonard noticed, by 
two priests, forced their way through the cordon of guards 
and became mixed with the rear of fheir little party, the 

14 
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mbera of which tliey threateoej and struck at savagely. 
This happened just as they were entering the mouth of the 
tunnel, behind the statue where the gloom was great. 
. This tunnel was protected by a door, which, so soon 
\ they thought that all had passed, Olfan and Leonard made 
' haate to close, leaving the mob howling without. Then 
they pressed on to the palace, which they reached in safety, 
Olfan remaining behind, however, to watch the movementa 
of the mob, 

' Oh ! why would you not suffer them to sacrifice accord- 
ing to their wicked custom. Shepherdess 1 ' said Otter, 
' What does it matter if they kill each other ? So shall 
there be fewer of them. Uow the end of it must be that 
[ the devils will find us out aad murder lis.' 

'No, no,' said Francisco, 'the Sefiora was right. Let 
trust in Providence and keep ourselves clean from such' 
iniquity.' 

As he spoke the roars of wrath in the distance changed 
;o a shout of triumph followed by silence. 
' What is that ? ' said Juanna faintly. At this moment 
I Olfan pushed the curtains aside and entered, and his face 
I was heavy. 

' Speak, Olfan,' she said, 
'The people sacrifice as of old, Queen,' he answered. 
' All of us did not pass the gate, two of your black servants 
were mixed up with the crowd and left, and now they 
them to jy, and others with them.' 

Leonard ran to the yard and counted the Settlement men/ 
who were huddled together in their fear, staring toward the 
temple through the bars of the gate. Two were missing. 
Aa he returned he met Olfan coming out. 
' Where is he going ? ' he asked of Juanna. 
' To guard the gates. He says that he cannot be sure 
( of the soldiers. Is it true about the Settlement men ? ' 
' Alas ! yes. Two are gone.' 
She hid her face in her hands and shuddered, 
' Poor creatures 1 ' she said presently in a hoarse voice. 
' Why did we ever bring them here ? Oh ! Leonard, la 
there no escape from this land of demons 7 ' 

'I hope so,' he answered; then added, 'Come, Juanna, 

o not give way. Things look so bad that they are sure to 

l mend.' 

'There is need of it,' she sobbed: 
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All that evening and night they watched, hourly expect- 
ing to be attacked and dragged forth to sacrifice, but no 
attack was made. Indeed, on the morrow they learnt 
from Olfan that the people had dispersed after sacrificing 
about a score of human beings, and that quiet reigned in 
the city. 

Now began the most dreadful of their trials, and the 
longest, for it endured five whole weeks. As has been said, 
the climate of these vast upland plains, backed by snow- 
clad mountains, that are the dwelling-place of the People 
of the Mist, is cold during the winter months to the verge 
of severity. But at a certain period of the year, almost in- 
variably within a day or two of the celebration of the feast 
of Jal, the mists and frost vanish and warm weather sets in 
with bright sunshine. 

This is the season of the sowing of crops, and upon 
the climatic conditions of the few following weeks depends 
the yield of the harvest. Should 'the spring be delayed 
even a week or two a short crop would certainly result, but 
if its arrival is postponed for a month, it means something 
like a famine during the following winter. For although 
this people dwell on high lands they cultivate the same 
sorts of grain which are common in these latitudes, namely 
maize and sundry varieties of Kaffir corn, having no knowl- 
edge of wheat and the other hardy cereals. Therefore it is 
all-important to them that the corn should have a fair start, 
for if the autumn frosts catch it before it is fit to harvest 
the great proportion of the crop turns black and is rendered 
useless. 

These agricultural details had no small bearing upon 
the fate of our adventurers. The feast of Jal was cele- 
brated in order to secure a good seed-bed and springing time 
for the grain. Juanna and Otter had abolished the hideous 
ceremonies of that feast, and the People of the Mist 
watched for the results with a gloomy and superstitious 
eye. If the season proved more than ordinarily good all 
might go well, but if it chanced to be bad ! 

And, as was to be expected, seeing how much depended 
upon it, this spring proved the very worst which any living 
man 'could remember in that country. Day after day the 
face of the sun was hidden with mists that only yielded to 
the bitter winds which bl»w from the mountains at night, 
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so that when the spring should have been a month old, the 
temperature was still that of mid-winter and the corn would 
not start at all. 

Leonard and Juanna soon discovered what this meant for 
them, and never was the aspect of weather more anxiously 
scanned than by these two from day to day. In vain ; every 
morning the blanket of cold mist fell like a cloud, blotting 
out the background of the mountains, and every night the 
biting wind swept down upon them from the fields of snow, 
chilling them to the marrow. 

This state of things — wretched enough in itself — was 
only one of many miseries which afflicted them. Otter and 
Juanna were still treated as gods indeed and considerable 
respect was shown to Leonard and Francisco, that is, within 
the walls of the palace. But if, wearied with the monotony 
of their life, they went out, which they did twice only 
during these five dreadful weeks, matters were different. 
Then they found themselves followed by a mob of men, 
women and children, who glared at them ferociously and 
cursed them aloud, asking what they and their gods had 
done with the sunshine. 

On the second occasion indeed they were forced to fly for 
their lives, and after this they gave up making the attempt 
to walk abroad, and sat in the palace with Juanna and 
Otter, who of course never dared to leave it. 

It was a terrible life ; there was nothing to ^o, nothing 
to read, and only anxieties to think on. The greater part 
of the day Leonard and Juanna occupied in talking, for 
practice, in the language of the People of the Mist. When 
their conversation was exhausted they told each other tales 
of their adventures in past years, or even invented stories 
like children and prisoners ; indeed they were prisoners — 
prisoners, as they feared, under sentence of death. 

They grew to know one another very well during those 
five weeks, so well indeed that each could almost guess the 
other's thoughts. But no tender word ever JDassed their lips. 
On this subject, whatever their hearts might feel, their 
tongues were sealed, and in their curious perversity the 
chief object of each was to disguise the truth from the 
other. Moreover, Leonard never for one moment forgot 
that Juanna was his ward, a fact that in itself would have 
sufficed to cause him to conceal any tender emotions he 
might have felt towards her. 
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So they lived side by side, lovers at heart, yet talking 
and acting as a brother and sister might, and through it 
all were still happy after a fashion because they were 
together. 

But Soa was not happy. She felt that her mistress no 
longer trusted her and was at no loss to guess the cause. 
Day by day she stood behind them like a mummy at an 
Egyptian feast, and watched Leonard with ever-growing 
jealousy. 

Francisco for his part did not attempt to conceal his 
fears. He was certain that they were about to perish and 
sought consolation in the constant practice of religion, 
which was edifying but scarcely improved him as a com- 
panion. As for Otter, he also believed that the hour of 
death was nigh, but being a fatalist this did not trouble him 
much. On the contrary, in spite of Leonard's remon- 
strances he began to live hard, betaking himself freely to 
the beer-pot. When Leonard remonstrated with him he 
turned somewhat sulky. 

* To-day I am a god. Baas/ he answered, ' to-morrow 1 
may be carrion. While I am a god, let me drink and be 
merry. All my days also women have cursed me because 
l.am ugly, but now my wife holds me great and beautiful. 
What is the good of thinking and looking sad, the end will 
come soon enough. Already Nam sharpens the knife for 
our hearts. Come and be merry with me. Baas, if the Shep- 
herdess will let you.' 

' Do you take me for a pig like yourself? ' said Leonard 
angrily. * Well, go your own way, foolish that you are, 
but beware of the beer and the spirits. Now you are be- 
ginning to know this language and when you are drunk you 
talk, and do you think that there are no spies here ? That 
girl. Saga, is great-niece to Nam, and you are besotted with 
her. Be careful lest you bring us all to death.* 

* Thither we shall come any way, so let us laugh before 
we weep. Baas,' Otter replied sullenly. * Must I then sit 
here and do nothing till I die ? ' 

Leonard shrugged his shoulders and went. He could 
not blame the dwarf, who after all was a savage and looked 
at things as a savage would, notwithstanding Francisco's 
earnest efforts to convert him. He sometimes wished, so 
deep was his depression, that he also was a savage and 
could do likewise. 
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But tlie worst of their trials is still to be told. For the 
first week the Settlement mew stayed Id the palace, their 
fears and the rumours that had reached them of the ter- 
rible fate of their two lost companions keeping them quiet. 
By degrees, however, this dread wore off, and one after- 
noon, wearied with the sameness of their life, they yielded 
to the solicitations of some men who spoke to them through 
I the bars of the great gate, and went out in a body without 
obtaining Leouard'a permission. That night they returned 
\ drunk, at least ten of them did, the other two were missing. 
I When they were sober again Leonard questioned them as 
\ to the whereabouts of their companions, but they could 
I give him no satisfactory information. They had been into 
I various houses in the city, they said, where the people had 
I plied them with beer, and they remembered nothing more. 
I These two men never re-appeared, but the rest of them, 
I now thoroughly frightened, obeyed Leonard's orders and 
[stayed in the palace, although the decoy men still came 
I frequently to the gates and called them. They passed the 
■ days in wandering about and drinking to drown their fears, 
land the nights huddled together for protection from an 
" unseen foe, more terrible and craftier than the leopard of 
their native rocks. But these precautions were all in vaig. 
One morning, hearing a tumult among them, Leonard 
went to see what was the matter. Three more of the 
yettlement men were missing ; they had vanished in the 
night, none could say how, vanished though the doors were 
barred and guarded. There where they had slept lay their 
guns and little possessions, but the men were gone, leaving 
no trace. When he was consulted Olfan looked very grave, 
but could throw no light upon the mystery beyond suggest- 
ing that there were many secret passages in the palace, of 
which the openings were known only to the priests, and 
I that possibly the men had been let down them — terrible 
I information enough for people in their position. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

THE LAST OF THE SETTLEMENT MEN 

On that day of the vanishing of the three Settlement men 
Nam paid his weekly visit to Mo honour to the gods/ and 
Leonard, who by this time could make himself understood 
in the tongue of the People of the Mist, attacked him as to 
the whereabouts of their lost servants. 

When he had finished the priest answered with a cruel 
smile that he knew nothing of the matter. ' Doubtless,' he 
said, ^ the gods had information as to the fate of their own 
servants — it was not for him to seek those whom the gods 
had chosen to put away.' 

Then turning the subject, he went on to ask when it 
would please the Mother to intercede with the Snake that 
he might cause the sun to shine and the corn to spring, for 
the people murmured, fearing a famine in the land. 

Of course Juanna was able to give no satisfactory answer 
to the priest's question, and after this the quarters of the 
Settlement men were changed and for a few days the sur- 
vivors slept in safety. On the third night, however, two 
more of them were taken in the same mysterious manner, 
and one of those who remained swore that, hearing some- 
thing stir, he woke and saw the floor open and a vision of 
great arms dragging his sleeping companions through the 
hole in it, which closed again instantly. Leonard hurried 
to the spot and made a thorough examination of the stone 
blocks of the pavement, but could. find no crack in them. 
And yet, if the man had dreamed, how was the mystery to 
be explained ? 

After this, with the exception of Otter, who, sure of the 
fate that awaited them, took little heed of how or when it 
might fall, none of the party could even sleep because of 
their terror of the unseen foe who struck in silence and in 
darkness, dragging the victim to some unknown awful end. 
Leonard and Francisco took it in turns to watch each 
other's slumbers, laying themselves to rest outside the 
curtain of Juanna's room. As for the survivors of the 
Settlement men, their state can scarcely be described. 
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They followed Leonard about, upbraiding him bitterly for 
leading them into this evil land and cursing the hour when 
first they had seen his face. It would have been better, 
they said, that be should have left them to their fate in thsJ 
slave camp rather than have brought them here to di^ 
thus ; the Yellow Devil was at least a man, but these 
people were sorcerers and lost spirits in human sliape. 

Nor did the horror stop here, for at last the headman 
Peter, a man whom they all liked and respected, went mad 
with fear and ran to and fro in the palace yard while the 
guards and women watched him with curious eyea as he 
shrieked out curses upon Juanna and Leonard. This 
shocking scene continued for some hours, for his eompan- 
ions would not interfere with him, vowing that he was 
possesse*! by a spirit, till at length he put a period to it 
by suddenly committing suicide. In vain did Leonard 
caution the survivors to keep their heads and watch at 
night. They flew to the beer which was supplied to tl 
in plenty and drank till they were insensible. And s 
one by one they vanished mysteriously, till at length { 
were gone. 

Never might Leonard forget his feelings when one c 
at dawn, in the fifth week of their Incarceration, he huj 
ried as usual to the chamber where the last two of t 
unfortunate men were accustomed to sleep, and foimd t 
not. There were their blankets, there was the place w 
they had been, and on it, laid carefully in the form of I 
St, Andrew's cross by some unknown hand, shone tw( 
huge sacrificial knives such as the priests wore at theiri 
girdles. 

Sick and faint with fear he staggered back to the throne- I 

' Ob ! what is it now ? ' said Juanna, who, early f 
was, had risen already, looking at him with terrified eyeaj 
and trembling lips. 

'Only this,' he answered hoarsely, 'the last two . 
been taken, and here is what was left in the place of them,*" ^ 
and he cast down the knives on to the pavement. 

Then at Isiat Juanna gave way. ' Oh 1 Leonard, Leonard,' 
she said, weeping bitterly, 'they were my father's servants. | 
whom I have known since I was a child, and I have brought i 
them to this cruel end. Cannot you think of any way of j 



out of this place ? If not, I s 



1 die of fear. 
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can sleep no more. I feel that I am watched at night, 
though I cannot tell by whom. Last night I thought that 
I heard someone moving near the curtain where you and 
Francisco lie, though Soa declares that it is fancy.' 

' It is impossible,' said Leonard, * Francisco was on guard. 
Ah ! here he comes.' 

As he spoke Francisco entered the room with consterna- 
tion written on his face. 

'Outram,' he gasped, ^someone must have been in the 
throne chamber where we slept last night. All the rifles 
have gone, ours and those of the Settlement men also.' 

' Great heavens ! ' said Leonard, * but you were watching.' 

^ I suppose that I must have dozed for a few moments,' 
answered the priest, * it is awful, awful ; they are gone and 
we are weaponless.' 

* Oh ! can we not escape ? ' moaned Juanna. 

^ There is no hope of it,' answered Leonard gloomily. 

* We are friendless here except for Olfan, and he has little 
real power, for the priests have tampered with the captains 
and the soldiers who fear them. How can we get out of 
this city ? And if we got out what would become of us, 
unarmed and alone ? All that we can do is to keep heart 
and hope for the best. Certainly they are right who de- 
clare that no good comes of seeking after treasure ; though 
I believe that we shall live to win it yet,' he added. 

*What! Deliverer,' said a satirical voice behind him, 

* do you still desire the red stones, you whose heart's blood 
shall soon redden a certain stone yonder ? Truly the greed 
of the white man is great.' 

Leonard looked round. It was Soa who spoke, Soa who 
had been listening to their talk, and she was glaring at 
him with an expression of intense hate in her sullen eyes. 
A thought came into his mind. Was it not possible that 
this woman had something to do with their misfortunes ? 
How came it about that the others were taken while she 
was left? 

' Who gave you leave, Soa,' he said, looking her fixedly 
in the face, ' to hearken to our words and thrust yourself 
into our talk ? ' 

*You have been glad enough of my counsels hitherto. 
White Man,' she answered furiously. * Who told you the 
tale of this people ? And who led you to their land ? 
Was it I or another ? ' 
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' You, I regret to say,' said Leonard coolly. 

' Yea, White Man, I led you here that you might steal] 
the treasure of ray people like a thief. I did it because, 
the Shepherdess my mistress forced me to the de 
in those days her will was my law. For her and you I' 
came liere to ray death, and what has been my reward ? l' 
am put away from her, she has no kind word for me now;.; 
you are about her always, you hold her counsel, but to ma 
her mind is as a shut door that I can no longer open. Ay !' 
you have poisoned her heart against me, you and that black; 
swine whom they call a god. 

' Moreover because she has learned to love you, white 
thief, wanderer without a kraal as you are, at your bidding 
she has also learned to hate me. Beware, White Man, I a 
of this people and you know their temper, it is not gentli 
when they hate they find a means to be revenged,' and she 
ceased, gasping with rage. 

Indeed, at that moment Soa would have made no bad 
model for a statue of one of the furies of Greek mythology. 

Then Juanna attempted to interfere, but Leonard waved 
her back. 

' So,' he said, ' as I thought, you are at the bottom of all 
this business. Perhaps you will not mind telling us what 
has become of your friends, the Settlement men, or, if you 
feel a delicacy on that point, how it is that you have 
escaped while they have vanished ? ' 

' I know nothing of the Settlement men,' answered the 
Fury, ' except that they have been taken and sacrificed as 
was their meed, and as yet I have lifted no hand and said no 
word against you, though a breath from me would have swept 
you all to doom. Hitherto I have been spared for the same 
reason that you and Bald-pate yonder have been spared — 
because we are the body-servants of the false gods, and are 
reserved to perish with them when the lie is discovered ; or 
perhaps to live awhile, set in cages in the market-place, to 
be mocked by the passers-by and to serve as a warning to any 
whose monkey hearts should dare to plot sacrilege against 
the divinity of Aca and of Jkl. 

' Now, Shepherdess, take your choice. As you know 
well, I have loved you from a babe and I love you yet, 
although you have scorned me for this man's sake. Take 
your choice, I say; cling to me and tnist me, giving the 
Deliverer to the priests, and I will save you. Cling to him, 
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and I will bring shame and death upon you all, for my love 
shall turn to hate.' 

At this juncture Leonard quietly drew his revolver, 
though at the time nobody noticed it except Francisco. 
Indeed by now Juanna was almost as angry as Soa herself. 

' How dare you speak to me thus ? ' she said, stamping , 
her foot, ' you whom from a child I have thought good and 
have trusted. What do you say ? That I must give him 
who saved me from death over to death, in order that I may 
buy back your love and protect myself. You evil woman, 
I tell you that first I will die as I would have died yonder 
in the slave camp,' and she ceased, for her indignation was 
too great to allow her to say more. 

^ So be it. Shepherdess,' said Soa solemnly. * I hear you. 
It was to be expected that you would prefer him whom you 
love to her who loves you. Yet, Shepherdess, was it not I 
after all who saved you yonder in the slave camp ? Doubt- 
less I dream, but it seems to me that when those men who 
are dead deserted you, running this way and that in their 
fear — and, Shepherdess, it is for this that I am glad they 
are dead, and lifted no hand to save them — I followed you 
alone. It seems to me that, having followed you far till I 
could walk no more for hunger and weariness, I used my 
wit and bribed a certain white man, of the sort who would 
sell their sisters and blaspheme their mothers for a reward, . 
to attempt your rescue. 

' I bribed him with a gem of great price — had there been 
ten of them that gem would have bought them all — and 
with the gem I told him the secret of the treasure which is 
here. He took the bribe, and being brave and desperate, 
he drew you out of the clutches of the Yellow Devil, 
though in that matter also I had some part ; and then you 
loved him. Ah ! could I have foreseen it. Shepherdess, I 
had left you to die in the slave camp, for then you had died 
loving me who now hate me and cast me off for the sake of 
this white thief.' 

Leonard could bear it no longer, and in the interests of 
their common safety, he came to a desperate resolve. With 
an exclamation, he lifted the pistol and covered Soa. Both 
Francisco and Juanna saw the act and sprang to him, the 
latter exclaiming, * Oh ! what are you going to do ? ' 

' I propose to kill this woman before she kills us, that is 
all,' he answered coldly. 
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' No ! no ! ' cried Juanna, ' she has beeu faithful to ml 
for many years. I cannot see her shot.' 

' Let the butcher do his work,' mocked Soa, ' i 
avail him little. Doubtless he is angry because I ha?e' 
spoken the truth about him,' and she folded her arms upon 
her breast, awaiting the bullet. 

' What is to be done ? ' said Leonard desperately. 'If I 
do not shoot her she will certainly betray us.' 

'Then let her betray,' said Francisco, 'it is written thab 
you shall do no murder.' 

' If you fear to shoot a woman, send for your black dog, 
White Man,' mocked Soa. ' He would have killed my 
father, and doubtless this task also will be to his liking.' 

' I can't do it. Get a rope and tie her up, Francisco, 
said Leonard. ' We must watch her night and day j it will 
be a pleasant addition to our occupations. After all it ii 
only one more risk, which is no great matter among so. 
many. I fancy the game is about played out, anyhow.' 

Francisco went for the rope and presently returned ac- 
companied by Otter. A month of furious dissipation bad. 
left its mark even on the dwarf's iron frame. His bright 
black eyes were blood-shot and unsteady, his hand shook 
and he did not walk altogether straight. 

'You have been drinking again, you sot,' said Lepnard, 
_ ' Go back to your drink, we are in sorrow here and want 
" no drunkards in our company : now then, Francisco, give 
me that rope.' 

' Yes, Baas, I have been drinking,' answered the dwarf 
humbly, ' it is well to drink before one dies, since we may 
not drink afterwards, and I think that the hour of death is 
at hand. Oh! Shepherdess of the heavens, they said down 
yonder at the Settlement that you were a great rain-maker : 
now if you can make the rain to fall, can you not make the 
sun to shine ? Wind and water are all very well, but wa 
have too much of them here.' 

' Hearken,' said Leonard, ' while you revelled, the last of 
Mavoom's men vanished, and these are left in their place,' 
and he pointed to the knives. 

' Is it 80, Baas ? ' answered Otter with a hiccough. 
'Well, they were a poor lot, and we shall not miss them. 
And yet I wish I were a man again and had my ham 

1 the throat of that wizard Ham, Wow ! but I WOuU 
it.' 
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' It is your throat that will be squeezed soou, Otter,' said 
Ijeouard. ' Look here, god or no god, get you sober or I 
will beat you.' 

'I am sober, Baas, I am indeed. Last night I was drunk, 
to-day nothing is left but a pain here,' and he tapped his 
great head. ' Why are you tyiug up that old cow Soa, Baas ? ' 

'Because she threatens to use her horns, Otter. She 
says that she will betray us all.' 

'Indeed, Baas! Well, it is in my mind that she has 
betrayed ua already. Why do you not kill her and have 
done ? ' 

'Because the Shepherdess here will have none o£ it,' 
answered Leonard; 'also I do not like the task.' 

' I will kill her if you wish. Baas,' said Otter with an- 
other hiccough. ' She is wicked, let her die.' 

' I have told you that the Shepherdess will have none of 
it. Listen : we must watch this woman ; we will guard her 
to-day and yon must take your turn to-night, it will keep 
you from your drink.' 

' Yes, Baas, I will watch, though it would he better to 
kill hec at once, for thus we should he spared trouble,' 

Then they bound Soa securely and set her in a corner of 
the throne chamber, and all that day Leonard and Fran- 
cisco mounted guard over her alternately. She made no 
resistance and said nothing; indeed it seemed as if a cer- 
tain lassitude had followed her outbreak of rage, for she 
leaned her head back and slept, or made pretence to sleep. 

The day passed uneTentfully. Olfan visited them as 
nsual, and told them that the excitement grew in the city. 
Indeed the unprecedented prolongation of the cold weather 
was driving the people into a state of superstitious fury 
that must soon express itself in violence of one form or 
another, and the priests were doing everything in their 
power to foment the trouble. No immediate danger was to 
be apprehended, however. 

After sundown Leonard and Francisco went out into the 
eonrtyard to inspect the weather according to their custom. 
There was no sign of a change ; the wind blew as bitterly 
as ever from the mountains, the sky was ashen, and the 
stars seemed far off and cold. 

'Will it never break?' said Leonard with a sigh, and 
te-entered the palace, followed by Francisco, 

Xhen, having solemnly cautioned Otter to keep a strict 
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guard over Soil, they wrapped themselves up in the^^H 
blankets Id order to get some rest, which both of tbeij^H 
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needed sadly. Juauna had retired already, laying hersi 
down to sleep immediately on the other side of the curtain, 
foe she feared to be alone ; indeed they could see the tips 
of her fingers appeaving beneath the bottom of the curtain. 

Very aoon they were asleep, for even terror must yield s^- 
last to the necessities of rest, aiid a dense silence reignE ' 
over the palace, broken only by the tramp of the sentrlf 
without. 

Once Leonard opened bis eyes, hearing something move, 
and instantly stretched out lus hand to assure himself of 
Juanna's safety. She was there, for in her sleep her fingers 
closed instinctively upon his own. Then he turned round 
and saw what bad disturbed him. In the doorway of thei 
chamber stood the bride of the Snake, Saga, a lighted torcl^ 
in one hand and a gourd in the other, and very picturesqu 
that handsome young woman looted with her noble figui 
illumined by the glare of the torcb-light. 

' Wliat is the matter ? ' said Leonard. 

'It is all right. Baas,' answered Otter, 'the old woman 
here is as safe as the stone statue yonder and quite as 
quiet. Saga brings me some water, that is all. I bade her 
do so because of the fire that rages inside me and the pain 
in my head. Fear uot, Baas, I do not drink beer when I 
am on guard.' 

* Beer or water, I wish you would keep your wife at 
distance,' answered Leonard*; ' come, tell her to be off.' 

Then he looked at his watch, the hands of which he could' 
just distinguish by the distant glare of the torch, and went 
to sleep again. This took place at ten mijiutes past eleven. 
When ha awoke again dawu was breaking and Otter was 
calling to him in a loud hoarse voice, 

'Baas,' he said, ' come here, Baas.' 

Leonard jumped up and ran to him, to find the dwarf 
his feet and staring vacantly at the wall against which Sofi' 
had been sitting. She was gone, but there on the floor lay 
the ropes with which she had been tied. 

Leonard sprang at Otter and seized him by the shoulders. 

' Wretched man I ' he cried, ' you have been sleeping, and 
now she has escaped and we are lost.' 

' Yes, Baas, I have been sleeping. Kill me if you wisl 
for I deserve it. And yet. Baas, never was T more widf 
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awake in my life until I drank that water. I am not wont 
to sleep on guard, Baas.' 

* Otter/ said Leonard, ^that wife of yours has drugged 
you.' 

*• It may be so, Baas. At least the woman has gone, and, 
say, whither has she gone ? ' 

* To Nam, her father,' answered Leonard. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

FATHER AND DAUGHTER 

While Leonard and Otter spoke thus in their amazement, 
had they but known it, a still more interesting conversation 
was being carried on some three hundred yards away. Its 
scene was a secret chamber hollowed in the thickness of 
the temple wall, and the dramatis personce consisted of 
Nam, the high priest, Soa, Juanna's servant, and Saga, wife 
of the Snake. 

Nam was an early riser, perhaps because his conscience 
would not allow him to sleep, or because on this occasion 
he had business of importance to attend to. At any rate, 
on the morning in question, loijg before the break of dawn, 
he was seated in his little room alone, musing ; and indeed 
his thoughts gave him much food for reflection. As has 
been said, he was a very aged man, and whatever may have 
been his faults, at least he was earnestly desirous of carry- 
ing on the worship of the gods according to the strict letter 
of the customs which had descended to him from his fore- 
fathers, and which himself he had followed all his life. In 
truth, from long consideration of them, their attributes and 
the traditions concerning them. Nam had come to believe 
in the actual existence of these gods, although the belief 
was a qualified one and somewhat half-hearted. Or, to put 
it less strongly, he had never allowed his mind to entertain 
active doubt of the spiritual beings whose earthly worship 
was so powerful a factor in his own material rule and pros- 
perity, and in that of his class. In its issues this half-faith 
of his had been sufficiently real to induce him to accept 
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7 arrived mjsterioualy in 



Otter and Juanna when i 
land. 

It had been prophesied that they should arrive thus —•% 
that was a fact ; and their outward appearance exactly fitted "1 
evei-y detail of the prophecy — that was another fact; and 1 
these two facts together seemed to point to a conclusion so m 
irresistible that, shrewd and experienced as he waa, Kain 
was unable to set it down to mere coincidence. Thereford^ 
in the first rush of bis religious enthusiasm he had accorden 
a hearty welcome to the incarnations of the divinities 
whom for some eighty years he had worshipped as powers 
spiritual. 

But though pious zeal had much to do with this action^ 
as Olfan informed Juanna, it was not devoid of worldlj^ 
motives. He desired the glory of being the discoverer o 
the gods, he desired also the consolidation of the rul 
which his cruelties had shaken, that must result frojq 
their adveut. 

All this was well enough, but he had never even dreamem 
that the first step of these new-born divinities would be to 
discard the ancient ceremonial without which his office 
would become a sinecure and his power a myth, and evei^B 
to declare an active hostility against himself. I 

Were they or were they not gods ? This was the iiaeSrB 
tion that exercised his mind. If there waa truth in pro- ■ 
pheeies they should be gods. On the other hand he could 
discover nothing particularly divine about their persons, 
characters, or attributes, that is to say nothing sufficiently 
divine to deceive Sam himself, whatever impression they 
produced upon the vulgar. Thus Juanna might be no more j 
than a very beautiful woman white in colour, and Otter .. 
only what he knew him to be through his spies, a somewhat ■; 
dissolute dwarf, ] 

That they had no great power was also evident, seeing 
that he, Nam, without incurring the heavenly vengeance, J 
had been able to abstract, and afterwards to sacrifice com- ] 
foi-tahly, the greater number of their servants. Another J 
thing which pleaded against their celestial origin waa that ] 
so far, instead of peace and prosperity blessing the land as ] 
it should have done immediately on their arrival, the pres- | 
ent season was proving itself the worst on record, and the ' 
country was face to face with a prospect of famine in the . 
ensuing winter. 
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And yet, if they were not gods, who were they ? Would 
any human beings in their senses venture among such 
people as the Children of the Mist, merely to play off a huge 
practical joke of which the finale was likely to be so serious 
to themselves ? The idea was preposterous, since they had 
nothing to gain by so doing, for Nam, it may be observed, 
was ignorant of the value of rubies, which to him were only 
emblems employed in their symbolical ceremonies. Think 
as he would, he could come to no definite conclusion. One 
thing was clear, however, that it was now very much to his 
interest to demonstrate their non-celestial origin, though to 
do so would be to stultify himself and to prove that his 
judgment was not infallible. Otherwise, did the * gods ' suc- 
ceed in establishing their power, he and his authority seemed 
likely to come to a sudden end in the jaws of that monster 
which his order had fostered for so mauy generations. 

Thus reflected Nam in perplexity of soul, wishing to him- 
self the while that he had retired from his office before 
he was called upon to face questions so difficult and so 
dangerous. 

*I must be patient,' he muttered to himself at last, 'time 
will show the truth, or, if the weather does not change, the 
people will settle the matter for me.' 

As it chanced he had not long to wait, for just then there 
was a knock upon his door. 

' Enter,' he said, arranging his goat-skin robe about his 
broad shoulders. 

A priest came in bearing a torch, for there was no window 
to the chamber, and after him two women. 

' Who is this ? ' said Nam, pointing to the second of the 
women. 

'This is she who is servant to Aca, father,' answered 
the priest. 

'How comes she here?' said Nam again. *I gave no 
orders that she should be taken.' 

' She comes of her own free will, father, having somewhat 
to say to you.' 

' Fool, how can she speak to me when she does not know 
our tongue? But of her presently, take her aside and 
watch her. Now, Saga, your report. First, what of the 
weather ? ' 

'It is grey and pitiless, father. The mist is dense and no 
sun can be seen.' 

15 
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^^^^H 'I thouglit it, because of the cold,' and lie drew hJe robe I 

^^^^V closer round Jiim. ' A few more days o£ this -' and he 1 

^^^^B Btoppeil, then went on. ' Tell me of J&1, your lord.' I 

^^^^B 'Jftl la as J^l was, merry and somewhat drunken. He 1 
^^^^1 speaks our laii^age very ill, yet when be was last in liquor | 
^^^^B he sang a song which told of deeds that he, and he whom 1 
^^^^■- they name the Deliverer, had wrought together down in the j 
^^^^1 south, rescuing the goddess Aea from some who had taken I 
^^^^H her captive. At least, so I undei'Stood that song.' I 

^^^^1 'Perhaps you understood it wrong,' answered Nam. 'Say, I 
^^^^k niece, do you still worship this god 1 ' I 

^^^^K ' I worship the god J&l, but the man. Dweller in the J 
^^^^B Waters, I hate,' she said fiercely. I 

^^^^B 'Why, how is this? But two days gone you told me that 1 
^^^^B you loved him, and that there was no such god as this man, ] 
^^^^B and no such man as this god.' I 

^^^^^ 'That was so, father, but since then he has thrust me | 
^^ aside, saying that I weary him, and courts a handmaid of I 
mine own, and therefore I demand the life of that hand- 1 
maiden.' 1 

Nam smiled grimJy. ' Perchance you demand the life of j 
the god also ? ' I 

' Yes,' she replied without hesitation, ' I would see him 1 
dead if it can be brought about.' ■ 1 

Again Nam smiled. ' Truly, niece, your temper is that I 
of my sister, your grandmother, who brought three men to I 
sacrifice because she grew jealous of them. Well, well, I 
these are strange times, and you may live to see your desire ] 
_ satisfied by the death of the god. Now, what of that J 
L woman ? How comes she to be with you ? ' 1 

I 'She was bound by the order of Aca, father, and JSld 
B was set to watch her; but I drugged JSl, and loosing her 1 
■ honds I led her down the secret way, for she desires to J 
H speak to you.' I 

H 'How can that be, niece, can I then understand heil 
K language ? ' I 

W 'Nay, father, but she luiderstands ours. Had she been 1 
I bred in the land she could not speak it better.' 1 

I Nam looked astonished, and going to the door he called I 
■' to the priest without to lead in the stranger. I 

H * You have words to say to me,' he said. I 

^ft ' Yes, lord, but not before these. That which I have to I 
^■BBy is secret.' J 
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Nam hesitated, 

'Have no fear, lord/ said Soa reading his thoughts. 
*• See, I am unarmed.' 

Then he commanded the others to go, and when the door 
had closed behind them, he looked at her inquiringly. 

< Tell me, lord, who am I ? ' asked Soa, throwing the 
wrapping from her head and turning her face to the glare 
of the torchlight. 

< How can I know who you are, wanderer ? Yet, had I 
met you by chance, I should have said that you were of 
our blood.' 

' That is so, lord, I am of your blood. Cast your mind 
back and think if you can remember a certain daughter 
whom you loved many years ago, but who through the 
workings of your foes was chosen to be a bride to the 
Snake,' and she paused. 

' Speak on,' said Nam in a low voice. 

* Perchance you can recall, lord, that, moved to it by 
love and pity, on the night of the sacrifice you helped that 
daughter to escape the fangs of the Snake.' 

' I remember something of it,' he replied cautiously ; ' but 
tidings were brought to me that this woman of whom you 
speak was overtaken by the vengeance of the god, and died 
on her journey.' 

' That is not so, lord. I am your daughter, and you are 
none other than my father. I knew you when first I saw 
your face, though you did not know me.' 

* Prove it, and beware how you lie,' he said. * Show me 
the secret sign, and whisper the hidden word into my ear.' 

Then, glancing suspiciously behind her, Soa came to him, 
and made some movements with her hands in the shadow 
of the table. Next bending forward, she whispered a 
while into his ear. When she had finished, her father 
looked up, and there were tears in his aged eyes. 

* Welcome, daughter,' he said. *I thought that I was 
alone, and that none of my issue lived anywhere upon the 
earth. Welcome ! Your life is forfeit to the Snake, but, 
forgetting my vows, I will protect you, ay, even at the cost 
of my own.' 

Then the two embraced each other with every sign of 
tenderness, a spectacle that would have struck anyone 
acquainted with their characters as both curious and in* 
^resting. 
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Presently Nam left the chjunber, and having dismissed | 
the attendant priest and his great-niece, S^a, who were , 
waiting outside, he returned and prayed his daughter 
explain the reason of her presence in the train of Aca. 

' First, you shall swear an oath to me, my father,' said 
Soa, ' and if you swear it not, I will tell you no word of my 
story. You shall swear by the blood of Aca that you wiU I 
do nothing against the life of that Queen with whom I 1 
journeyed hither. For the others, you may work your wiH I 
upon them, but her you shall not harm,' 

' Why should I swear this, daughter ? ' he asked. 

'You shall swear it because I, whom you love, love her, 
and also because so shall you gain the greater honour.' 

'Who am I that I should lift my hand against the gods, ' 
daughter ? I swear it by the blood of Aca, and if I break ' 
my oath, then may J&l deal with me as once he dealt with 
Aca.' 

Then Soa went on freely, for she knew that this was a 
vow that could not be broken. Beginning at its commence- J 
ment, she told him all the story of her life since, forty years J 
ago, she had fied from among the People of the Mist, pass- I 
ing on rapidly, however, to that part of it which had to do i 
■with the capture and rescue of Juanna from the slave- . 
traders, and with the promise that she had made to Leon- 
ard as the price of his assistance. This promise, she was ' 
careful to explain, she had not intended to fulfil until she 
was forced to do so by Juanna herself. Then she gave him 
a minute history of the object and details of their expe- 
dition, down to her final quarrel with Leonard and her 
mistress on the previous day. 

To say that the old priest was thunderstruck at tliese I 
extraordinary revelations would be too little ; he was over- 1 

' ' ■" to overwhelmed that for a while he could i 



' It is fortunate for this jade of a mistress of yours, who 
dares to make a mockery of our goddess that she may steal 
her wealth, that I have sworn to save her from harm, , 
daughter,' he gasped at length, 'else she had died, and J 
swiftly. At least, the others remain to me,' and he sprang I 
to his feet. j 

' Stay a while, father,' said Soa, catching his cloak, j 
' what is your plan ? ' \ 

' My plan ? To drag them to the temple and denounce! 
them. What else ia there to do ? ' 
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And thereby denounce yourself alsoj who proclaimed 
m gods. I think I have a better.' 
Tell it then, daughter.' 

is this. Do you pass in before the gods this day, 
iiumbly to the gods, praying them to change the face 
of the heavens that the sun may shine; telling them also 
that strange talk has come to your ears by the mouth of 
Saga and the other women, of words that have been spoken 
by the god J4I, which would seem to show that he is no 
god, but that of this you believe nothing as yet. Then say 
to them that if the face of the heavens remains grey on the 
morrow, yon will know that this talk is true, and that they 
will be brought to the temple, there to be judged and dealt 
with according to the finding of the people, who have heard 
these things also.' 

' And what if the weather should change, daughter ? ' 
' It will not change yet a while ; but if that should chance, 
we must make another plan.' 

'Just now I swore to you that I would not harm her 
whom you love, antl yet, daughter, if she is proved to 
he a false goddess in the face of all the multitude, how 
shall she escape harm, for then her end must be quick and 
terrible ? ' 

' She shall escape because she will not be there, father. 
You have seen the white man with her — not the Deliverer, 
the other. Were that man dressed in the robes of Aca, and 
set on high upon the head of the statue when the light is 
low, who should say that he vras not Aca ? ' 

' Then you would give all the others to death, daughter.' 
'Hay, I would save the Deliverer alive, for a while at 
least' 

' And wherefore ? You are too subtle for me.' 
' For this reason, father ; he loves her who is named Aca, 
and trusts to marry her, to marry her fully according to 
the custom of his people 1 tiierefore I would that he should 
see her given to another.' 

' To another ! To whom then ? ' 
' To Olfan the king, who also loves her.' 
Now Nam held up his hands in perplexity, saying : 
' Oh ! my daughter, be plain, I pray of you, for I cannot 
understand your counsels. Were it not better to give to 
these people the red stones which they desire, and send 
them secretly from the land, saying that they had vanished 
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^^^B into the earth again, for so it seems to me we should be rid 
^^^H of much shame and trouble.' 

^^^r ' Listeu, my father, aud I will tell you. Were she whom 
I I love to leave this land I should see her face no more, and 

I this madness has come upon me that I cannot live without 

1. the sight of her. Also, how can these people escape the 

H^^ dangers of the road? But four of them are left alive, and 
^^^L «ven were they without our borders, they must journey for 
^^^H three moons before they come to any place where white 
^^^V men live, passing through swamps and deserts and tribes 
of wild men. This they could hardly do with arms such as 
those whereby the Deliverer slew the priests, and now their 
arms are gone, you alone know where, my father.' 

*The instruments of which you speak lie iu the deep 
waters of the temple pool, daughter, for there I caused 
them to be cast' 

'Their arms are gone,' said Soa, 'they are alone, here 
they must live or die. Three of them I will give to death 
and the fourth I would make the wife of the King, seeing 
that nothing better can be done for her. Let her be hidden 
a while and then let Olfan take her. As for the tale that 
we shall tell of the matter to the ears of the people, doubt- 
less time will show it. I say that Olfan loves her and will 
buy her with a great price, and the price which you must 
ask shall be that henceforth he obeys you in everything,' 

'The scheme is good, daughter; at the least, bearing my 
oath in mind, I have none better, though were it not for my ' 
oath, either I would kUl them all or set them free. Yet I 
who can say that it shall succeed ? It is in the hands of 1 
fate, let it go as fate wills. And now follow me, that I may 
place you where you shall dwell in comfort, then after we 
have eaten I will speak with these gods whom you have let . 
loose upon us.' 

That morning passed heavily enough to the four wretched I 
prisoners in the palace. For some hours they sat together i 
in the throne-room almost silent, for they were crushed by 
misfortune and fear; the toils were closing on them and 
they knew it, nor could they lift a finger to save themselves. 

Francisco knelt and prayed, Leonard and Juanua sat hand 
in hand listening to him, while Otter wandered to and fro like ' 
an unquiet spirit, cursing Soa, Saga, and all women in many 1 
languages and with a resource and vigour that struck hia I 
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hearers as unparalleled. At length he vanished through 
the curtains, to get drunk probably, Leonard reflected. 

However, the dwarf sought not drink, but vengeance. A 
few minutes later, hearing screams in the courtyard, Leonard ' 
ran out to find himself witness to a curious scene. There 
on the ground, surrounded by a group of other women, her 
companions, who were laughing at her discomfiture, lay the 
stately Saga, bride of the Snake. Over her stood her lord 
and master, the god Jdl, his left hand twisted in her long 
Jiair, while with his right, in which he grasped a leather 
thong, despite her screams and entreaties, he administered 
to her one of the soundest and, be it added, best deserved 
thrashings that ever fell to the lot of erring woman. 

* What are you doing ? ' said Leonard. 

' I am teaching this wife of mine that it is not well to 
drug a god. Baas,' gasped Otter ; then added with a final and 
most ferocious cut, * There, get you gone, witch, and let me 
see your ugly face no more.' 

The woman rose and went, cursing and weeping, while 
the dwarf followed Leonard back into the throne-room. 

* You have done it now, Otter,' said Leonard. ' Well, it 
does not much matter. I fancy she is gone for good, any way.' 

* Yes, Baas, she has gone and she has gone sore,' replied 
Otter with a faint grin. 

At that moment a messenger arrived announcing that 
Kam was without waiting for an audience. 

* Let him be admitted,' said Juanna with a sigh, and 
seated herself on one of the thrones. Otter clambering into 
the other. 

They had scarcely taken their places when the curtains 
were thrown back and the ancient priest entered, attended 
by about a score of his fellows. He bowed himself humbly 
before Juanna and the dwarf and then spoke. 

'Oh 1 ye gods,' he said, * I come in the name of the 
People of the Mist to take counsel with you. Why it is we 
do not know, but things have gone amiss in the land : the 
sun does not shine as in past years before you came to bless 
us, neither does the grain spring. Therefore your people 
are threatened with a famine, and they pray that you may 
comfort them out of the store of your wisdom.' 

* And if we have no comfort to give. Nam ? ' 

* Then, Queen, the people ask that you will be pleased to 
meet them to-morrow in the temple at the moon-rise, when 
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the night is one hour old, that they may talk with you there. 

through the mouth of me, your servant.' 

' And if we weary of your temple and will not coma, 
Kaiti ? ' asked Juanna, 

' Then this is the command of the people, O Aca : that' 
we briDg you thither, and it is a command that may not ^ " 
disobeyed,' answei-ed the high priest slowly. 

' Beware, Kam,' replied Juanna, ' strange things happen 
here that call for vengeance. Our servants pass away like 
shadows and in their place wa find such weapons as you 
carry,' and she pointed to the priests' knives, 'We will 
come to-morrow night at the rising of the moon, but again 
I say to yon, beware, for now our mercy is but as a frayed 
rope, and it were well for yoii all that the cord should not 
break.' 

'Ye know best whither your servants have wandered, 
Aca,' said the priest stretching out his hands in deprecation, 
and speaking in a tone of which the humility did not veil the 
insolence, ' for true gods such as ye are can guard their 
servants. We thank you for your words, ye gods, and we 
pray you to be merciful to ua, for the threats of true gods 
are very terrible. And now one little word. I ask justii 
of you, O ye gods. She who was given to be bride of tl 
Snake, my niece who is named Saga, has been cruelly beati 
by some evil-doer here in the palace, as I know, for but no- 
I met her bruised and weeping. I ask of you then that 
search out this evil-doer and punish him with death 
stripes. Farewell, ye high gods.' 

Leonard looked at the priest as he bowed humbly befoi 
the thrones, and a desire to take Otter's advice and kill " ' 
entered his heart, for he knew that he had come to t 
them to their trial and perhaps to doom. He still had 
revolver and it would have been easy to shoot him, 
Nam's broad breast wag a target that few could miss, j 
yet, what eould it help them to shed his blood ? Thei 
were many to fill his place if he died, and violence would] 
certainly be answered with violence. No, he would let hi 
be and they must hide their fate. 
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CHAPTER XXVI ri 

JUANNA PREVARICATES 

The morrow drew towards its evening. Like those that had 
gone before it, this day had been misty and miserable, only 
distinguished from its predecessors by the fall of some sharp 
showers of sleet. Now, as the afternoon waned, the sky 
began to clear in its accustomed fashion; but the bitter wind 
sweeping down from the mountains, though it drove away 
the fog, gave no promise of any break in the weather. At 
sunset Leonard went to the palace gates and looked towards 
the temple, about the walls of which a number of people 
were already gathering, as though in anticipation of some 
great event. They caught sight of him, and drew as near 
to the gates of the palace as they dared, howling curses and 
shaking their iists. 

' This is a foretaste of what we must expect to-night, I 
suppose,' said Leonard to Francisco, who had followed him, 
as they retreated across the courtyard. ' We are in trouble 
now, friend. I do not so much care for my own sake, but 
it breaks my heart to think of Juanna. What will be the 
end of it, I wonder ? ' 

* For me, Outram, the end will be death, of that I am 
sure ; well, I have long expected it, and I am ready to die. 
What your fate will be I cannot say ; but as to the Senora, 
comfort yourself ; for many weeks I have had a presentiment 
that she will escape safely.' 

*In that case I am ready enough to go,' answered 
Leonard. * Life is as dear to me as to other men ; but I 
tell you, Francisco, that I would pay mine down gladly 
to-night as the price of her deliverance.' 

' I know it, Outram ; we are both of one mind there, and 
perhaps before many hours are over we shall be called upon 
to practise what we preach.' 

By now they had reached the throne-room, where Otter, 
who for the last twenty-four hours had been quite sober, 
was squatted on the floor at the foot of his throne, a picture 
of repentant misery, while Juanna walked swiftly up and 
down the long room, lost in reflection. 
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'Any news, Leonard ? ' she said aa they came in. 

'None, except that there are great preparations going onl 
yonder,' and he nodded towardS the temple; 'also a mob^J 
IS howling at the gates.' 

'Oh!' groaned Otter addressing Jiianna, 'cannot you,^ 
who are named Shepherdess of the HeavBaa, prophesy fco^ 
these people tliat the weather will break, and so save us** 
from tlie Snake ? ' 

' 1 can prophesy,' she answered ; ' but it will not change 
to-night, nor, I think, to-morrow. However, I will try.' 

Then came a silence : nobody seemed to bare anything to fl 
say. It was broken by the entrance of Olfan, whose fae^fl 
showed the disturbance of his mind. 

' What passes, Olfan ? ' asked Juanna. 

'Queen,' he answered sadly, 'there is great trouble s 
hand. The people rave for the blood of you, their godi 
Nam told you tJiat ye are summoned this night to confM 
with the people. Alas ! I must tell you otherwise, ThiaJ 
night ye will be put upon your trial before the council o 
the Elders.' 

'Thiit we guessed, Olfan, and if the verdict goes againsM 
us, what then ? ' 

' Alas, that I must say it ! Then, Queen, you will 1 
hurled, all of you, into the pool of the Snake, to be foo^ 
for the Snake.' 

' Cannot you protect us, Olfan ? ' 

' I cannot, Queen, except with my own life. ThM 
soldiers are under my command indeed ; but in this mattea 
they will not obey me, for the priests have whispered irJ 
their ears, and if the sun does not shine tbey too m' 
starve next winter. I'ardon me. Queen, but if you i 
gods, how is it that you need help from me who am but i 
man ? Cannot the gods then protect themselves and 1 
avenged upon their enemies ? ' 

Juanna looked despairingly at Leonard, who sat by her J 
aide pulling at hia beard, as was his fashion when perplexed. I 

' I think that you had better tell him,' he said in English. I 
' Our situation is desperate, probably in a few hours he will j 
know us to be impostors; indeed, he guesses it already. 
It is better that he should learn the truth from our ow 
lips. The man is honest, moreoYer, he owes his !ifi 
though it is true that were it not for ua he would nevM 
have been in danger of hia life. Now we must trust hiijf 
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and take our chance ; if we make a mistake, it does not 
greatly matter — we have made so many already.' 

Juanna bowed her head and thought a while, then she 
lifted it and spoke. 

* Olfan,' she said, * are we alone ? That which T have to 
say must be overheard by none.' 

*We are alone, Queen,' he answered glancing round, 
* but these walls have ears.' 

* 01 fan, draw near.' 

He obeyed, and leaning forward she spoke to him almost 
in a whisper, while the others clustered round to hear her 
words. 

* You must call me Queen no more,' she said in a voice 
broken with humiliation. *I am no goddess, I am but a 
mortal woman, and this man,' and she pointed to Otter, * is 
no god, he is only a black dwarf.' 

She paused, watching the effect of her words. An ex- 
pression of astonishment swept across the king's face, but 
it was her boldness rather than the purport of her speech 
that caused it. Then he smiled. 

* Perhaps I have guessed as much,' he answered. ^ And 
yet I must still call you by that name, seeing that you are 
the queen of all women, for say, where is there another so 
lovely, so brave, or so great ? Here at least there. are none,' 
and he bowed before her with a stately courtesy that would 
have become any European gentleman. 

Now it was Leonard's turn to look astonished. There 
was nothing in the king's words to which he could take 
objection, and yet he did not like their tone; it was too 
full of admiration. Moreover it seemed to him that Olfan 
was not in the least disappointed to discover as a fact that 
Juanna was only a woman — a supposition that was fully 
established by his next speech. 

* I am glad to learn from your own lips. Queen, that you 
are no goddess, but a mortal lady, seeing that goddesses 
are far away and we men must worship them from afar, 
whereas women — we may love,' and again he bowed. 

* My word ! ' said Leonard to himself, * this king is set- 
ting himself up as my rival. T almost wish I had put 
things on a more satisfactory footing; but of course it is 
absurd. Poor Juanna!' 

As for Juanna herself, she started and blushed; here 
was a new trouble, but however disagreeable it might prove 
to be, now was no time to show displeasure. 
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' LJBten, Olfau,' she said, * this is not an hour for pretty 
speeclies which mean oothing, tor it seetua that before the 
light dawns again I may well be dead and far beyond all 
love and worship. This is our tale : we came to your land 
to seek adventures, and also to win those red stones that 
you name the blood of Aea, which among the white people 
are much prized as ornameuts for their women. That ii 
why I, who am a woman, urged the Deliverer to undertakt 
this journey, and it is because of my folly that now w« 
stand in danger of our lives.' 

'Your pardon, Queen,' said Oltan bluntly, 'but I would' 
ask you oue question before you tell me the end of your 
tale. What is this white man to you ? ' 

Now Juanaa was 'in a cleft stick'; if she said that 
Leonard was nothing to her, it might possibly be better for 
him, though it was doubtful whether Olfan would believe 
her. If, on the other hand, she said that he was her hus- 
band, it might be bettor for herself, and protect her fi-om 
the advances of this dignified savage ; hut against this 
course her pride revolted. Had she not always indignantly 
repudiated the validity of that hateful marriage, and though 
she loved him, were not she and Leonard in a sense at 
daggers drawn? Still she must decide, and quickly her 
common-sense told her that under the circumstances it was 
her pride which must give way. 

' He is my husband,' she said boldly. 

Olfan's face fell i then a look of doubt came into it, fc 
Juanna's mode of life, every detail of whioh was knowo 
him, seemed to contradict her statement. 

Seeing that he did not believe her, Juanna plunged st 
deeper into the mire. 

'He is my husband,' she said again. 'This man, 
she pointed to Francisco, ' who is a priest among ns, 
ried ns according to our customs some six moons since, ant 
Otter yonder was witness to the marriage.' 

' Is this so ? ' asked Olfan. 

' It is so. King,' replied Francisco, ' I married them, 
they are man and wife.' 

' Yes, yes, it is so,' put in Otter, • for I saw it done, 
we celebrated a great sacrifice in honour of that wedd 
feast, I would that we could have such another 
to-night.' 

"Fear not, Dwarf,' answered Olfan with a tou( 
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irritation^ 'you will see enough of sacrifices before all is 
ended.' 

Then a new thought struck him and he added, * You say 
that the Deliverer is your husband, Queen, and these men 
bear witness to it, all except your lord himself ! Now tell 
me one thing more: do you love him and would you be 
sorry if he died ? ' 

Juanna's brow burnt red as the ruby stone upon it, for 
with the exception of her black robe she was prepared to 
proceed to the temple. But there was no help for it now, 
she must speak clearly, however much it shamed her to do 
so, lest Olfan might take her silence as a hint, and the 
* husband' for whom she disavowed affection should be 
removed from her life for ever. 

* You have little right to put such a question to me. King, 
yet I will answer it. I love him, and if he died I should 
die also.' 

Leonard suppressed an exclamation with difficulty, for 
here was Juanna appearing in a new light indeed. 

*I am answered, Queen,' said Olfan, in tones of deep 
depression. *Now, if it pleases you, will you end your 
tale?' 

* There is not much to tell,' replied Juanna heaving a 
sigh of relief, for this cross-examination as to her exact 
relations with Leonard had been somewhat trying. 'The 
woman Soa, my servant, is of your people ; indeed she is a 
daughter to Nam the priest, and fled the land forty years 
ago because she was destined to the Snake.' 

' Where is she now ? ' interrupted Olfan looking round. 

*We do not know; last night she vanished as our other 
servants have vanished.' 

' Perhaps Nam knows, and if so you may see her again 
soon. Proceed, Queen.' 

' After the Deliverer and I were married, Soa, who had 
been my nurse for many years, told us of the Great People 
her brethren, among whom she wished to die.' 

* May her desire be gratified ! ' put in Otter. 

' And said that if we would escort her thither we could 
buy many such stones as that upon my brow, which she 
had brought with her from this country and given to me. 
Then it was that I, desiring the playthings, tormented my 
husband till he consented to lead me here, though his own 
heart spoke against it. So we came, and the journey was 
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long and terrible, but at last, we reached the cliff yondi 
which borders the Land of Mist, and it was then for 
first time, when it was too late to go back, that Soa told 
the tale of the gods of your people, and showed ua t. 
either we must do sacrilege and feign to be thosa gods 
come back, as the prophecy promised, or perish miserably. 
Indeed this was her plot, to set up false gods over you, 
baying first told the secret to the priests that she might 
gain honour with them and save herself alive, 

'And now, Oifan, that is all the tale. We have played 
the game and we have lost, or ao it seems — tliat is, unless 

J on help us ; ' and she clasped her hands and looked upon 
ini pleadingly. 

The king dropped his eyes as though he were not willing 
, to contemplate the loveliness which, as he now learned, be- 
longed to the white stranger at Juanna's side, 

' Have T not said that my power is little. Queen ? ' he 
answered somewhat sullenly. ' Also, why should I help 
those who came to this Ijuid to trick us, and who have 
brought the anger of the gods upon its children ? ' 

'Because we saved your life, Olfan, and you swore to be 
loyal to ua.' 

' Had it not been for you. Queen, my life would not have 
been in danger j moreover, I awore fealty to gods, and now 
the gods are mortals, upon whom the true gods will be 
avenged. Why then should I help you?' 

'Because we have been friends, Olfan. You shall help 
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'For your sake, Queen,' he said bitterly, 'for your sake, I 
who tell me that you are this man's wife and that you love ! 
him to the death. Nay, this is much to ask. Had it been ] 
otherwise, had you been unwed and willing to look upon I 
me, the king of this land, with favour, then doubtless I had 
died for your sake if there were need. But now — ! Have 
you then no better reasons to show why I should risk my 
life for you and for these men ? ' 

' I have two more reasons, King, and if they are not ] 
enough, then leave ua to our fate, and let "us, who must 
prepare to die, waste no more breath in words. The first is I 
that we are your friends and have trusted you, saving yout 
life at the danger of our own and telling yon this tale of 
our own free will. Therefore in the name of friendship, 
which you should hold sacred, who are no common man but 
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a king, we demand your help, we who have put our lives in 
the hollow of your hand, knowing that you are of a noble 
mind and will not betray us. 

* The second is that our interest is your interest : we 
strive against Nam and the priests, and so do you. If Nam 
conquers us to-day, to-morrow it will be your turn, and the 
Snake, whose fangs we must feel, shall in days to come 
feed upon you also. Now is the hour of destiny for you 
and your descendants : cling to us and break the yoke of 
Nam and the priests, or desert us and bind that yoke upon 
your shoulders to your doom. I have spoken — choose.' 

Olfan thought a while and answered : 

* Truly your mind is great, Queen, and sees far into the 
darkness of things such as our women have no knowledge 
of. You should have ruled this country and not I, for 
then by now Nam, who is my master, would have begged 
his daily breg^d at the gates of your palace, and the priests 
his servants had become the hewers of your wood and the 
drawers of your water. But I will not talk to you of policy, 
for time is short. Nay, I will deal with your first reason 
and that alone. 

* You have conjured me in the name of friendship and of 
my oath, and by the memory of service done, and not in 
vain. I am a man different from that race of men of whom 
you are, a wild chief of a wild tribe, having little wisdom ; 
yet I have learned these things — never to break a promise, 
never to desert a friend, and never to forget a service. 
Therefore, because I swore fealty to you, because you are 
my friend, and because you saved my life, I will protect 
you to the last, though it may well chance that I can do 
nothing except die for you. Por, Queen, although you can 
be nought to me while yonder man lives, still I am ready 
to give my life for you. As for the others I will say this 
only, that I will not harm them or betray them. 

* Now I go to speak with certain of the great men who 
are friends to me and hate the priests, so that when this 
matter comes on for judgment they may lift up their voices 
in your favour, for nothing can be done except by policy — 
that is, not now. Shortly I will return to lead you to the 
temple. Till then, farewell,* and he bowed and was gone. 

When the curtain had swung to behind Olfan, Juanna 
sank back in her chair and sighed^ but Leonard sprang up 
and said : 
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' Juanna, that savage is right, you should have been a 
queen. 1 know what it lui^t have cost you to say what 
you did.' 

' Pray to what do you refer, Leonard ? ' she said inters 
rupting him coldly. ' 

' I mean about our being married and the rest. 

'Oh! yes. Well, you see it is sometimes necessary to 
tell white lies, and 1 think that after to-niglit I am entitled 
to a prize for general proficiency in this respect. Of course,' 
she added, dropping her sarcastic tone, 'you will not mis- 
interpret anything that I was forced to say to Olfan with 
reference to yourself, because you know that those state- 
ments were the biggest fibs of all. Just then, had it been 
needful, I should have been prepared to swear that I was 
married to Otter and deeply attached to him, or even to the 
king himself, who, by the way, strikes me as th 
isfactory savage that I have ever come across, in short, aB 
gentleman.' 

Leonard turned pale with anger. 

' Eeally, Juanna,' he said, ' I think that you might wait 
until I seek to take some advantage of our friendship and 
accidental relations before you rebuke me as you think fit 
to do. It is little short of an insult, and were we in anjfj 
civilised country I would never speak to you again.' 

'Don't get angry, Leonard,' she said appealingly, 
Juanna seemed to have every mood at her command and 
ready to be assumed at a moment's notice. Perhaps this 
gift was one of the secrets of her charm, since monotony is 
a thing to be avoided by women who seek to rule, even the 
monotony of sweetness. ' It is very unkind o£ you,' she 
went on, ' to speak crossly to me when I am so tired wif ' 
talking to that savage and we may all be dead and burit 
in a few hours,' and she looked as though she were goi 
to cry, 

Leonard collapsed instantly, for Juanna's plaintive moo^! 
was the one that he could resist the least of any. 

'You would make me angry if I were on my death-bed,* 
he said, ' that is, when you talk like that But there it ' 
I cannot change you, so let us change the subject. Have ] 
any of that poison to spare ? If ao, you might serve 
out a little, we may want it before the evening is 

Juauna put her hand to her hair and after sora 
lation produced a tiny skin bag, from which she extracj 
a brown ball of about the size of a rifle bullet 
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* I can afford to be generous/ she said with a little laugh, 
* there is enough here to kill twenty 6f us.' 

Then Leonard took a knife and chipped off three frag- 
ments from the ball, taking one himself and presenting the 
other two to Francisco and Otter. The priest received it 
doubtfully, but the dwarf would have none of it. 

' Keep it for yourself, Baas,' he said, * keep it for your- 
self. Whatever way I die it shall not be thus. I do not 
love a medicine that causes men to tie themselves into 
knots and then turns them green. No, no, first I will face 
the jaws of the Snake.' 

So Leonard took that piece also. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

THE TRIAL OP THE GODS 

JuANNA had scarcely restored the remainder of her deadly 
medicine to its hiding-place, when the curtains were drawn 
and Nam entered. After his customary salutations, which 
on this occasion were more copious than usual, he remarked 
blandJy that the moon had risen in a clear sky. 

* Which means, I suppose, that it is time for us to start,' 
said Leonard gruffly. 

Then they set out, Juanna in her monk-like robe, and 
Otter in his red fringe and a goat-skin cape which he in- 
sisted upon wearing. 

< I may as well die warm as cold. Baas,' he explained, ' for 
of cold I shall know jenough when I am dead.' 

At the palace gate Olfan and a guard were waiting, but 
they found no opportunity of speaking with him. Here also 
were gathered a great number of priests, who preceded and 
followed them. 

The procession being formed, they were led solemnly to 
a different gate of the temple than that by which they had 
entered it on their previous visits. On this occasion the 
secret passages were avoided, and they passed up a broad 
avenue through the centre of the amphitheatre, to seats that 
had been prepared for them on that side of the pool which 
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i furthest from tlie colossal idol. As before, the tem- 

We was crowded with human beings, and their advance 

Khrough it was very impressive, for the priests chanted 

[bb they walked, while the imiltitude preserved an o 

(sileace. 

At first Leonard was at a loss to kuow why they were 
[placed on the hither side of the pool, but presently he s 
the reason. In front of the chairs to be occupied by Juanna 
ind Utter, an open space of rock was left, seuii -circular in 
rshape, on which were set other seats to the number of 
thirty or more. These seats were allotted to elders of the 
people, who, as Leonard guessed rightly, had been chosen to 
act as their judges. The position was selected foe the con- 
venience of these elders, and in order that the words they 
spoke might be heard by a larger praportiou of their vast 
audience. 

When Juanna and Otter were seated, and Leonard and 
Prancisco had taken their places behind theia. Nam came 
tbrward to address the Council and the multitude beyond. 

' Elders of the People of the Mist,' he said, ' I have con- 
veyed your wishes to the holy gods, who but lately have 
leigned to put on the flesh of men and to visit us their 
lople ; uamely, that- they should meet you hero and talk 
irith you of the trouble which has come upon the land. 
fAnd now the gracious gods have assented to your wish, and 
behold, they are face to face with you and with this great 
company of their children. Be pleased therefore to make 
known what you desire to the gods, that they may answer 
you, either with their own mouths or by the voice of me, 
t^eir servant.' 

He ceased, and after a pause, during which the people 
fnurmured angrily, an elder rose and said : 

' We would know of you how it is, Aca, and Jal, that 
^e summer has deserted the land. Now our strait ia very 
lorry, for famine will come upon us with the winter anows, 
A while ago, Aca, and J&l, you changed the worship of 
Rhis people, forbidding tJie victims who had been prepared 
Ko be offered up at the spring festival, and lo! there has been 
no spring. Therefore, we ask a word of you on this matter, 
_ for the people have consulted together, and say by our voice 
that they will have no gods who kill the spring. Speak, 
ye gods, and you Nam, speak also, for we would learn the 
reason of these evils j and from you, Nam, we would 
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learn how it comes that you have proclaimed gods in the 
land whose breath has destroyed the sunshine.' 

*Ye ask me, People of the Mist,' answered Juanna, 
* why it is that the winter stretches out his hand over the 
slumber of the spring, forbidding her to awake, and I will 
answer you in few words and short. It is because of your 
disobedience and the hardness of your hearts, O ye rebel- 
lious children. Did ye not do sacrifice when we forbade 
you to take the blood of men ? Ay, and have not our ser- 
vants been stolen secretly away and put to death to satisfy 
your lust for slaughter ? It is for this reason, because of 
your disobedience, that the heavens have grown hard as 
your. own hearts and will not bless you with their sunshine 
and their gentle rain. I have answered you.' 

Then again the spokesman of the elders rose and said : 

' We have heard your words, Aca, and they are words 
of little comfort, for to sacrifice is the custom of the land, 
and hitherto no evil has befallen us because of that ancient 
custom. Yet if there has been offence, it is not we who 
have offended, but rather the priests in whose hands these 
matters lie ; and as for your servants, we know nothing of 
them, or of their fate. Now, Nam, make answer to the 
charges of the gods, and to the questions of the people, for 
you are the chief of their servants and you have proclaimed 
them to be true gods and set them over us to rule us.' 

Thus adjured. Nam stood forward, and' his mien was 
humble and anxious, for he saw well* that his accusers 
were not to be trifled with, and that his life, or at least his 
power, was at stake, together with those of the gods. 

* Children of the Mist,' he began, * your words are sharp, 
yet I do not complain of them, for, as ye shall learn, my 
fault has been grievous. Truly, I am the chief of the ser- 
vants of the gods, and I am also the servant of the people, 
and now it would seem that I have betrayed both gods ^nd 
people, though not of my own will. 

* Listen : ye know the legend that has come down to us, 
how that Aca and Jal should reappear in the land, wearing 
the shapes of a fair white maiden and of a black dwarf. Ye 
know also how they came as hg,d been promised, and how I 
showed them to you here in this temple, and ye accepted 
them. Ye remember that then they put away the ancient 
law and forbade the sacrifices, and by the hand of their 
servant who is named Deliverer, they destroyed two 
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tof the priests, my brethTeD, in a strange and terrible 
|lashion. 

'Then I murmured, though they threatened me with 
leath, but ye overruled my woi-ds and accepted the new 
Baw, and from that hour all things have gone ill. ^ow I 
)0k counsel with my heart, for it seemed wonderful to me 
'that the gods should discard their ancient worship, and I 
said to my heart: Can these be true gods, or have I per- 
chance been duped ? Thenceforward I held my peace, and 
set myself to watch, aud now after much watching — alas ! 
I muBt say it to my shame — I have discovered that they 
are no true gods, but wicked liars who have sought to usutp 
the places of the gods.' 
. He paused, and a roar of rage and astonishment went up 
' urn the assembled thousands. 
' It has come at last,' whispered Leonard into Juanna'a ear. 
' Yes, it has come,' she answered. ' Well, I expected it, 
Sand now we must face it out.' 

When the tumult had subsided, the spokesman of the 
elders addressed Nam, saying ; 

'These are heavy words, Ifam, and having uttered 
them you must prove them, for until they are proved, 
we will not believe readily that there live human beings 
so wicked that they dare to name themselves as gods. 
When you proclaimed these strangers to be Aca and Jal 
we accej)ted them, perhaps too easily and after too short a 
search. Now you denounce them as liars, but we will not 
disclaim them whom we have once received till we are 
_sure that there is no room for error. It may chance. Nam, 
lat it would please you well to cast aside those gods who 
kave threatened you with death and do not love you.' 
'I should be bold indeed,' answered Nam, ' if I dared to 
}eak as I have spoken lacking testimony to establish a 
liiarge so dreadful as that which I bring against these 
iffauderers. Nor should I seek to publish my own shame 
. folly were T not forced thereto by knowledge that, 
did I conceal it, would make me a partner of their crime. 
Listen, this is the tale of those whom we have worshipped : 
the fair woman, as she herself told us, is named Shepherd- 
ess of the Heavens, and she is the wife of the white man 
who is named Deliverer, and the dwarf Dweller in the 
Waters is their servant, together with the second white 
man and the others. 
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^ Dwelling in a far country, these men and the woman 
chanced to learn the story of our people — how, I shall 
show you presently — and also that we find in the earth 
and use in the ceremonies of our temple certain red and 
blue stones which among the white people are of priceless 
value. These they determined to steal, being adventurers 
who seek after wealth. To this end the Shepherdess 
learned our language, also she learned how to play the 
part of Aca, while the dwarf, dog that he is, dared to take 
the holy name of Jal. I will be short ; they accomplished 
their journey, and the rest you know. But, as it happened, 
non« of the stones they covet have come into their hands, 
except that gem which the Shepherdess wears upon her 
forehead, and this she brought with her. 

'Now, People of the Mist, when doubts of these gods 
had entered into me I made a plan : I set spies to watch 
them in the palace yonder, those spies being the wife who 
was given to the dwarf and her handmaidens. Also, I 
caused their black servants to be seized and thrown to the 
Snake, one or two of them at a time, for of this I was sure, 
that if they had the power they would protect their ser- 
vants. But, as the Snake knows, those men were not pro- 
tected. Meanwhile reports came to me from the women, 
and more especially from Saga, the granddaughter of my 
brother, who was given as a bride to JAl. And this was 
their report : that the dwarf behaved himself like a cur of 
low birth, and that when he was in liquor, which was often, 
he babbled of his doings with the Deliverer in other lands, 
though all that he said they could not tell me because even 
now he has little knowledge of our tongue. 

*When these tales came to my ears you may guess, 
People of the Mist, that if I had doubted before, now my 
very heart was shaken, and yet I had no proof. In my 
darkness I prayed to the gods for light and, lo ! light came. 
Among the followers of these wanderers was a woman, and 
but yesterday this woman visited me and confessed all. 
Forty years ago she had fled from among our people — I know 
not why, but she took with her a knowledge of our secrets. 
It was she who told them of the gods and the story of the 
gods, and she instructed them how they should deceive us 
and win the red stones which they desired. But now her 
heart repents her of the evil, and I will summon her before 
you, that ye may judge between me and these liars who 
nave brought me to this shame. Bring forth the woman.' 



2l6 



THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 



• 



There was a silence, and so intense was the interest that 
no sound came from the audience, which watched for the 
appearance of the witness. Presently Soa advanced from 
the shadows at the foot of the colossus, and escorted by 
two priests took hei stand in the centre of the semi-circle 
of judges. 

' Speak, woman,' said Nam. 

Then Soa spoke. ' I am of the People of the Mist,' sha 
said, 'as ye may know by looking on me and hearing me, 
I was the daughter of a priest, and forty years ago, when I 
was young and fair, I fled this land for my own reasonB, 
and travelled south for three months' journey, till I came 
to a village on a mighty river, where I dwelt for twenty 
years earning my livelihood as a doetoress of medicine. 
Then there came into that village a white man, whose wife 
gave birth to a daughter and died. I became the nurse of 
that daughter ; she is the woman who sits before you, and 
her name is Shepherdess. 

< Twenty years more went by, and I desired to return to. 
my own land that I might die among my people, I told 
the tale of my land and of its wealth to the Shepherdess 
and to her husbaud the Deliverer, for I dared not travel 
alone. Therefore in my wickedness I showed them bow 
they might feign to be the gods of the People of the Mist, 
come back according to the legend, for I saw that the 
dwarf, the Deliverer's servant, was shaped like to the 
shape of the statue of JAl, who sits in stone above you, 
Being greedy, they fell into the plan, for above all things 
they desired to win the precious stones. But when we 
were come hither the true gods visited me in a dream ao 
that my heart was troubled because of the evil which I 
had done, and yesterday I escaped to Nam and told him all 
the tale which you have heard. That is the story, Peop'" 
of the Mist, and now I pray your mercy and your pardon, 

Soa ceased, and Leonard, who had been watching tha' 
multitude, whispered to Juanna: 

'Speak quickly if you can think of anything to say. 
They are silent now because of their astonishment, but inj 
another minute they will break out, and then — ' 

'People of the Mist,' cried Juanna, taking the hint, 'yoi 
have heard the words of Nam and the words of her who' 
was my servant. They dare to tell you that we 

So be it: on this matter we will not reason wit] 
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you, for can the gods descend to prove their godhead? 
We will not reason, but T will say this in warning : put us 
away if you wish, — and it may well chance that we shall 
suffer ourselves to be put away, since the gods do not desire 
to rule over those who reject them, but would choose rather 
to return to their own place. 

* Yet for you it shall be a sad and an unlucky day when ye 
lift a hand against our majesty, for in going we will leave you 
that by which we shall be remembered. Ay, we will bequeath 
to you three things : famine and pestilence and civil war, 
which shall rage among you and destroy you till ye are no 
more a people. Ye have suffered our servants to be mur- 
dered, and disobeyed our commands, and it is for this reason, 
as I have told you, that the sun shines no more and the 
summer will not come. Complete your wickedness if ye 
will, and let the gods follow by the path that their servants 
trod. Then, People of the Mist, ye shall reap as ye have 
sown, and death and desolation shall be your harvest. 

*Now for that base slave who has borne false witness 
against us. Among the many things she told you, one thing 
she has left untold : that she is daughter to Nam the priest ; 
that she fled the land because she was chosen bride to the 
Snake, and is therefore an apostate worthy of death. One 
word also as to Nam, her father ; if his tale is true, then 
he himself is condemned by it, for doubtless he knew all 
at the beginning, from the lips of his daughter Soa. 

* Yes, knowing the truth he dared to set up gods in the 
land whom he believed to be false, trusting thereby to increase 
his own power and glory, and when these failed him because 
of his wickedness, then he did not scruple to cry aloud his 
shame. I have spoken, People of the Mist. Now judge 
between us and let fate follow judgment, for we renounce 
you.' 

She ended, her face alight with anger and her eyes flash- 
ing with excitement, and so great was the power of her elo- 
quence and beauty that it seemed to throw a spell of silence 
over the hearts of her fierce and turbulent audience, while 
Soa slunk back into the shadow and Nam cowered visibly. 

' It is false, people,' he cried in a voice that trembled 
with rage and fear. ^ My daughter told me the tale for the 
first time at dawn to-day.' 

His words awoke the audience as it were, and instantly 
there arose a babel of sounds that rent the very skies. 
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s his daughter ! 
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'His daughterl He says that she 
owns his crimes ! ' yelled some. 

' Away with the false gods ! ' shouted others. 

'Touch them not, tbay are true gods and will bring a I 
curse upon us!' answered a third party, among whom I 
Leonard recognised the voice of Olfau. I 

And BO the clamour went on. For a full ten minutes it I 
raged, till the exhaustion of those that made it brought it to I 
its end, and Juanna, who all this while sat silent as soma I 
lovely marble statue, became aware that the spokesman of^ 
the elders was once more addressing the multitude. 

' People of the Mist,' he said, ' hold your peace and hearken 
tome. We have been chosen judges of this matter, and now, 
having consulted together, we will give judgment, and you 
shall be bound by it. As to whether these strangers who are J 
named Aca and JSl be true gods or false, we say no word>-l 
But if they are false gods, then surely Nam is guilty witbl 

Here a shout of assent burst from the audience, and] 
Leonard watching the high priest saw him tremble. 

' Yet,' he went on, ' they have told us by the mouth of herl 
who sits before you that it is because of our offences tbat^ 
the sun has ceased to shine at their command. ThereforoJ 
at their command it can be made to shine. Then let t 
give us a sign or let them die, if indeed they are mortal, fori 
if they are not mortal we cannot kill them. And this shal"' 
be the sign which they must give : If to-morrow at t 
dawn the mists have vanished and the sun shines red a 
clear on the snows of yonder mountain, then it is well and w 
will worship them. But if the morning is cold and mist-li 
then, true gods or false, we will hurl them from the head o 
the statue into the pit of the Snake, there to be dealt with b 
the Snake, or to deal with him as it may chance. That 1 
our judgment, People of the Mist, and Nam shall carry i 
out if need be, for he shall keep his power and his plao 
until all these wonders are made clear, and then 1' 
he shall be judged according to their issue.' 

Now the great mass of the people cried aloud that this 1 
was a wise and a just saying, but others were silent, for J 
though they did not agree with it they dared not dispute J 
the sentence. Then Juanna rose and said : 

'We have heard your words and we will withdraw to coiv-J 
sider them, and by daw 
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One yonder. But whether we will cause the sun to shine 
or choose to pass to our own place by the path of boiling 
waters, we do not know, though it seems to me that the last 
thing is better than the first, for we weary of your company. 
People of the Mist, and it is not fitting that we should bless 
you longer with our presence. Nevertheless, should we 
choose that path, those evils which I have foretold shall 
fall upon you. Olfan, lead us hence.* 

The king stepped forward with his guards and the pro- 
cession passed back towards the palace solemnly and in 
silence, for none attempted to bar their way. They reached 
it safely at exactly ten o'clock by Leonard's watch. 

* Now let us eat and drink,' said Leonard when they stood 
alone in the throne-room, * for we shall need all our strength 
to-night.' 

* Yes,' answered Juanna with a sad smile, ^ let us eat and 
drink, for to-morrow we die.* 



CHAPTER XXX 



Francisco's expiation 



When they had finished their meal, which was about as 
sad an entertainment as can well be conceived, they began 
to talk. 

^Do you see any hope?' asked Juanna of the other 
three. 

Leonard shook his head and answered : 

* Unless the sun shines at dawn to-morrow we are dead 
men.' 

'Then there is little chance of that, Baas,' groaned 
Otter, ^ for the night is as the nights have been for these 
five weeks. No wonder that this people are fierce and 
wicked who live in such a climate.' 

Juanna hid her face in her hands for a while, then spoke : 

* They did not say that any harm was to come to you, 
Leonard, or to Francisco, so perhaps you will escape.' 

* I doubt it,' he answered ; ' besides, to be perfectly frank, 
if you are going to die I would rather die with you.' 
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r ■ Thaiik you, Leonard,' she said gently, ' but that will not 

I help either of us muuh, will it ? What will they do with 

^^^^ U3 ? Throw U3 from the head of the statue ? ' aud she 
^^^L shuddered. 

^^^H ' That seems to be their amiable intention, but at auy rate 

^^^H we need none of us go through with it alive. How Long 
^^^H does your medicine take to work, Juanna ? ' 
^^^1 ' Half a minute at the outside, I fancy, and sometimea 
^^^B less. Are you sure that you will take none, Otter? Think 
^^^P the other end is dreadful.' 

^^^^ ' No, Shepherdess,' said the dwarf, who now in the presence 

of imminent danger was as he bad been before he sought 
comfort in the beer pot, brave, ready and collected, ' it is 
not my plan to suffer myself to be hurled into the pit Nay, 
when the time comes I shall spring there of my own free 
will, and if I am not killed — and an otter knows how to 
leap into a pool — then if I cannot avoid him I will make a 
tight for it with that great dweller in the water. Yes, and 
I go to make ready that with which I shall hglit,' and he 
rose and departed to his sleeping place. 

Just then Francisco followed his example, seeking a quiet 
spot in which to pursue his devotions, and thus Leonard and 
Juanna were left alone. 

For some minutes he watched her as she sat beside him 
in her white temple dress, her beautiful face looking stern 
and sad against the dusky background of the torch-light, and 
a great shame and pity filled his heart. The blood of this 
girl was on his hands and he could do nothing to help her. 
His selfishness had dragged her into this miserable enter- 
prise, and now its inevitable end was at hand and he was 
her murderer, the murderer of the woman who was all ths 
world to him, and who had been entrusted to his care with 
^^ her father's dying breath. 
^^^L 'Forgive me,' he said at length with something like a sob, 

^^^H and laying his hand upon hers. 

^^^H ' What have I to forgive, Leonard ? ' she replied gently. 

^^^H ' Kow that it is all hnished and I look back upon the past 
^^^H few months, it seems to me that it is yon who should 
^^^H forgive, for I have often behaved badly to you.' 
^^^^^ ' Nonsense, Juanna, it was my wicked folly that led yon 

I into this, and now you are about to be cut off in the beginning 

1^ of your youth and in the flower of your beauty. I am yoHr| 

B murderer, Juanna,' and dropping his voice he hesitated, the^ 
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addfid : ' It may aa well out now, for timp is short, though 1 
have often sworn that nothing should make me say it: 1 
love you.' 

She did not start or even stir at his wonJs, but sat staring 
as before into the darkness ; only a pink flush grew upon 
the pallor of her neck and cheek as she answered - 

' You love me, Tjeonard ? You forget — Jane Beach 1 ' 

' It is perfectly true, Juanna, that I was once attached to 
Jane Beach, and it is also true that I still think of her with 
affection, but I have not seen her for many years and I am 
certain that she has thrown me over and married another 
man. Moat men pass through several affairs of the heart in 
their early days ; I have had but one and it is done with. 

'Wheu first 1 saw you in the slave camp I loved you, 
Juanna, and I have gone on loving you ever since, even 
after I became aware from your words and conduct that you 
did not entertain any such affection for myself. I know that 
your mind has not changed upon the matter, foe had it done 
BO, you would scarcely have spoken to me as you did to-day 
after Olfan left us. Indeed, I do not altogether understand 
why I have told you this, since it will not interest you very 
much and may possibly annoy you in your last hours. I 
suppose it was because I wished to make a clean breast of 
it before I pass to where we lose all our loves and hopes.' 

'Or 5nd them,' said Juanna, still looking before her. 

Then there was silence for a minute or more, till Leonard, 
believing that he had got his answer, began to think that he 
would do well to leave her for a. while. Just as he was 
about to rise Juanna made a gentle movement ; slowly, very 
slowly she turned herself, slowly she stretched out her arms 
towards him, and laid her head upon his breast. 

For a moment Leonard was astounded ; he could scarcely 
believe the evidence of his senses. Then recovering him- 
self, he kissed her tenderly. 

Presently Juanna slipped from his embrace and said, 
'Listen to me, Leonard: are men all blind, I wonder, or are 
you an exception ? I don't know and don't want to know, 
but certainly it does seem strange that what has been so 
painfully patent to myself for the last five or six months, 
should have been invisible to you. Leonard, you were not 
the only one who fell in love yonder in the slave camp. 
But you quickly checked my folly by telling me the story 
of Jane Beacli, and of course after that, whatever my 
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thoughts may have been, I did my utmost to hide them J 
from you, with luore success it seems than I expected. I 
Indeed I am not sure that I am wise to let yon see them \ 
now, for though you declare that Jane is dead and buried, 1 
she might re-arise at any moment. 1 do not believe that 1 
men forget their first loves, Leonard, though they may per- f 
suade themselves to the contrary — when they are a long I 
way from them.' f 

'Don't you think that we might drop Jane, dear?' he 1 
answered with some impatience, for Juanna's words brought I 
back to his mind visions of another love-scene that had! 
taken place amid the English snows more than seven years I 
before. 

'I am sure that I am quite ready to drop her now and for J 
ever. But do not let us begin to spar when so little time is.l 
left to us. Let us talk of other things. Tell me that you I 
love me, love me, love me, for those are the words that I \ 
would hear riugiug iu my ears before they become deaf to ' 
this world and its echoes, and those are the words with 
which I hope that you will greet me some few hours henea 
and in a happier land, Leonard, tell me that you love me 
for to-day and for to-morrow, now and for ever.' J 

So he told her that and much more, speaking to her ear-1 
nestly, hopefully and most tenderly, as a man might apeak I 
to the woman whom he worshipped and with whom he is I 
about to travel to that shore of which we know nothing, I 
though day and night we hear the waves that bear ua for-l 
ward break yonder on its beach. They talked for long, and! 
ever while they talked, Juanna grew gentler and moraj 
human, as the barriers of pride melted in the fire of hec.fl 
passion and the shadow of death gathered thicker upon herfl 
and the man she loved. At length her strength gave wayA 
utterly and she wept upon Leonard's breast like some fright- \ 
eued child, and from weeping sank into deep slumber of 1 
swoon, he knew not which. Then he kissed her upon the] 
forehead, and carrying her to her bed, laid her down to rest 1 
awhile before she died, returning himself to the throne-room. I 

Here he found Francisco and Otter. I 

'Look, Baas,' said the dwarf, producing from beneath hiai 
goatskin cloak an article which he had employed the last! 
hour in constructing. It was a fearful and a wonderfula 
instrument, made out of the two sacrificial knives thata 
had beeu left by the priests ou the occasion of the kid^ 
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napping of the last of the Settlement men. The handles of 
these knives Otter had lashed together immovably with 
strips of hide, forming from them a weapon two feet or 
more in length, of which the curved points projected in 
opposite directions. 

* What is that for. Otter ? ' said Leonard carelessly, for 
he was thinking of other things. 

* This is for the Crocodile to eat, Baas ; I have seen his 
brothers caught like that before in the marshes of the Zam- 
besi,' replied the dwarf with a grin. 'Doubtless he thinks 
to eat me, but I have made another food ready for him. 
Ah, of one thing I am sure, that if he comes out there will 
be a good fight, whoever conquers in the end.' 

Then he proceeded to fix a hide rope to the handles of the 
knives, and having made it fast about his body with a run- 
ning noose, he coiled its length, which may have measured 
some thirty feet, round and round his middle, artfully con- 
cealing its bulk together with the knives beneath his cloak 
and moocha. 

' Now I am a man again, Baas,' the dwarf said grimly. 
* I have done with drink and such follies to which I took in 
my hours of idleness, for the time has come to fight. Ay, 
and I shall win. Baas ; the waters are my home, and I do 
not fear crocodiles however big — no, not one bit ; for, as I 
told you, I have killed them before. You will see, you will 
see.' 

' I am afraid that I shall do nothing of the sort, Otter,' 
answered Leonard sadly, ' but I wish you luck, my friend. 
If you get out of this mess they will think you a god indeed, 
and should you only find the sense to avoid drink, you may 
rule here till you die of old age.' 

* There would be no pleasure in that. Baas, if you were 
dead,' answered the dwarf with a heavy sigh. ' Alas ! my 
folly has helped to bring you into this trouble, but this I 
swear, that if I live — and my spirit tells me that I shall 
not die to-night — it will be to avenge you. Fear not. Baas ; 
when I am a god again one by one I will kill them all, and 
when they are dead, then I will kill myself and come to 
look for you.' 

' It is very kind of you, Otter, I am sure,' said Leonard 
with something like a laugh, and at that moment the cur- 
tains swung aside and Soa stood before them accompanied 
by four armed priests. 
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' What do you want, woman ? ' exelaiuied Leonard, spring- 
PiDg towards her as though by iustiDct. 

' Go back. Deliverer! ' she said, holding up her hand 

J him iD the Sisutu tougue, which of course those 
Kwith hec did not understand. ' I am guarded and my death 
Pwould be quickly followed by your own. Moreover, it 
' would avail you little to kill me, since I come to bring you 
hope for the 4ife of her you love and for your own. Listen: 
the sun will uot shme to-morrow at the dawn ; already the 
mist gathers thick and it will hold, therefore the Shep- 
herdess and the Dwarf will be Iiurled from the head of the 
statue, while you and Bald-pate, having witnessed their 
end, will be kept alive till the autumn sacrifice, then to be 
offered up with the other victims.' 

' Why do you come to tell us all this, woman ? ' said 
fcXeonard, 'seeing that we knew it already, that is except 
■ the news of the postponement of our own fate, which I for 
e do not desire. What hope is there in this story ? If 

I~ ou have nothing better to say, get you gone, traitress, and 
_ it U3 see your hateful face no more.' 

' I have something more to say. Deliverer. I still love 
' the Shepherdess as you love her, and,' she added with 
emphasis, 'as Bald-pate yonder also loves her. Now this is 
my plan: two must die at dawn, but of those two the Shep- 
herdess need not be one. The morning will be misty, the 
I Statue of the god is high, and but few of the priests will 
C.fiee the victim shrouded in her black robe. What if a sub- 
I stitute can be found so like to her in shape and height and 
\ feature that, in the twilight and beneath the shadow of 
ihe hood, none shall know them apart ? ' 
Leonard started. ' Who can be found ?' 
Slowly Soa raised her thin band and pointed to Francisoo. 
' Thovt stands the man! ' she said. 'Were he wrapped 
n the cloak of Ana who would know him from the Shep- 
I herdess ? The pool and the Snake do not give back that 
^■whioh they have swallowed.' 

If Leonard had started before, now he fairly recoiled, as 

the full meaning of this terrible proposition possessed his 

mind. He looked at Francisco, who stood by wondering, 

for the priest did not understand the Sisutu dialect. 

'Tell him,' she said. 

'Wait a while,' he answered hoarsely; 'supposing that 

Jthis were carried out, what would happen to the Shep- 

a?' '__ 
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would be concealed in the duugeons of tlie temple, 

his dress and under his name/ and again she pointed to 
Francisco, 'until such time as a chance could be found for 
her to escape, or to return to rule this people unquestioned 
and with honour. My father atone knows of this plot, and 
because of his love for me he Buffers me to try it, desperate 
as it seems. Also, for I will tell you all the truth, he is 
himself iu danger, and he believes that by means of the 
Shepherdess — who, when she reappears having survived 
the sacrifice, will be held by the people to be immortal — 
he may save his life when the day of his own trial 
comes.' 

' And do you think,' said Leonard, ' that T will trust her 
alone to you, wicked and forsworn as you are, and to the 
tender mercies of your father? No, it ia better that she 
should die and have done with her fears and torments.' 

' I did not ask you to do so, Deliverer,' answered Soa 
quietly. ' You will be taken with her, and if she lives yon 
will live also. Is that not enough ? These men here come 
to bear you and Bald-pate to the dungeons : they will bear 
you and the Shepherdess, knowing no difference, that is 
all. Now tell him, perchance he may not be willing to 
accept.' 

'Francisco, come here,' said Leonard in a low voice, 
speaking in Portugnese. Then he told him all, while Soa 
watched them with her glittering eyes. As the tale went 
on the priest turned ashen pale and trembled violently, but 
before it was finished he ceased to tremble, and Leonard, 
looking at his face, saw that it was alight as with a glory, 

'I accept,' he said in a clear voice, 'for thus will it be 
given to me to save the life of the Sefiora, and to atone for 
my offence. Come, let me make ready.' 

' Francisco,' muttered Leonard, for his emotion would 
not suffer liim to speak aloud, ' you are a saint and a hero. 
1 wish that I could go through this in your stead, for most 
gladly would I do so, but it is not possible.' 

' It seems then that there are two saints and heroes,' 
replied the priest gently. ' But why talk thus ? It is the 
bounden duty of either or both of us to die for her, yet it is 
far better that I should die leaving you alive to love and 
comfort her.' 

Leonard thought a moment. ' I suppose it must be so,' 
Ue said, ' but Heaven knows it is a terrible alternative. 
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^^^H How can I trust tliat woman SoaV And yet if I du 
^^^H ti'UBt her Juanna will be killed at once.' 
^^^H ' Vou must take the chance of it,' answered Francisco , 
^^^H ' after all she is fond of her mistress, and it was because 
^^^H she grew jealous that she fied to Nam and betrayed us.' 
^^^H ' There is another thing,' said Leonard, ' how are we to 
^^^H get Juauna away ? If once she suspects the plot there will 
^^^H be an end of it. Soa, come hither.' 

^^^H She came and he put this question to her, telling her at 
^^^f the same time that Francisco consented to tlie scheme and 
^^^^ that Juanna slept behind the curtain and might awake at 
any moment. 

' I have that with me which shall OYercome the diflBculty, 
Deliverer,' answered Soa, ' for I foresaw it. See here,' and 
she drew a small gourd from her dress, 'this la that same 
water of which Saga gave your black dog to drink when I 
escaped you. Now mis it with some spirit, go to the 
Shepherdess, awake her and bid her drink this to comfort 
her. She will obey, and immediately deep sleep will take 
her again that shall hold ber fast for six hours.' 
' It is not a poison ? ' asked Leonard suspiciously. 
' No, it is no poison. What need would there be to poison 
one wbo must die at dawn? ' 

Then Leonard did as she told him. Taking a tin panni- 
kin, one of their few possessions, he emptied the sleeping- 
draught into it and added enough native brandy to colour 
the water. 

Next he went into Juanna's room and found her lying 
fast asleep upon the great bed. Going up to her he touched 
her gently on the shoulder, Baying, ' Wake, my love,' She 
raised herself and opened her eyes. 

' Is that you, Leonard ? ' she said. ' I was dreaming 
that I was a girl again and at school at Durban, and that it 
was time to get up for early service at the church. Oil I I 
remember now. Is it dawn yet ? ' 

' No, dear, but it soon will be,' he answered ; ' here, drink 
this, it will give you courage.' 

She took the pannikin and drank mechanically. 
' How horrid that spirit tastes,' she said, then sank back 
slowly on the cushion and in another minute fell sound asleep 
again. The draught was strong and it worked quickly. 

Leonard went to the curtain and beckoned to Soa and the 
others, Tliey all entered except the priesb 
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clustered together near the doorway of the great chamber 
talking in low tones and apparently taking no notice of 
what passed. 

^ Take off that robe, Bald-pate/ said Soa, ^ I must give you 
another.' 

He obeyed, and while Soa was engaged in clothing 
Juanna's senseless form in the gown of the priest, Francisco 
drew his diary from the pocket in his vest where he kept it. 
Rapidly he wrote a few lines on a blank page, then shutting 
the book he handed it to Leonard together with his rosary, 
saying : 

^ Let the Sefiora read what I have written here, after I 
am dead, not before, and give her these beads in memory of 
me. Many is the time that I have prayed for her upon 
them. Perhaps she will wear them after I am gone, and, 
although she is a Protestant, sometimes offer up a prayer 
for me.' 

Leonard took the book and the rosary and placed them 
in an inner pocket. Then he turned to Otter and rapidly 
explained to him the meaning of all that was being done. 

*Ah, Baas,' said the dwarf, 'put no faith in that she- 
devil. And yet perhaps she will try to save the Shep- 
herdess, for she loves her as a lioness loves her yoking. 
But I am afraid for you. Baas, for you she hates.' 

'Never mind about me, Otter,' answered Leonard. 
' Listen : they are going to hide us in the dungeons of the 
temple; if by any chance you escape, seek out Olfan and 
try to rescue us. If not, farewell, and may we meet again 
in another place.' 

* Oh ! Baas, Baas,' said Otter with a deep sob, * for my- 
self I care nothing, nor whether I live or die, but it is sad 
to think that you will perish alone, and I not with you. 
Oh ! why did Baas Tom dream that evil dream ? Had it 
not been for him, we might have been transport-riding in 
Natal to-day. I would that I had been a better servant to 
you. Baas, but it is too late now.' And as he spoke Leonard 
felt a great tear fall upon his hand. 

' Never mind the servant. Otter,' he answered ; ' you are 
the best friend, black or white, that ever I had, and Heaven 
reward you for it. If you can help the Baas yonder at the 
last do so. At the least see that he swallows the medicine 
in time, for he is weak and gentle and not fitted to die such 
a death,' and he turned away. 

17 
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^^^H B; this time Soa had arrayed Francisco in the black robe 
^^^B'of Aca. The white dress worn in the temple ceremonieB he 
^^^H did uot put Du, for it remained upon Juanna, completely 
I hiddeo fi-om sight, however, by the prieaf a gown. 

I ' Who would know tliem apart now ? ' iisked Soa tri- 

L uuiphanfcly, then added, handing Leonard the great ruby I 

^^^_ which she had taken from Juanna's forehead, ' Here, De- ' 
^^^^L liverer, this belongs to you \ do not lose the stone, for you 
^^^^^ liave gone through much to win it.' 

^^^V Leonard took the gem and at first was minded to dash it I 
^^^^ into the old woman's sneering face, but remejnbering the j 
' uselessness of such a performance, he thrust it into hia f 

pocket together with the rosary. i 

' Come, let us be going,' said Soa. ' You must carry the j 
Shepherdess, Deliverer; I will say that it is Bald-pate who j 
haa fainted with fear. Farewell, Bald-pate, after all you 1 
are a brave man and I honour you for this deed. Keep the i 
hood well about your face, and if you would preserve the I 
Shepherdess alive, he silent, answering no word whoever I 
addresses you and uttering uo cry, however great your ] 
fear.' 

Francisco went to the bed where Juanna lay, and holding 
out his hand above her as though in blessing, he muttered 
some words of prayer or farewell. Then turning, clasped 

I Leonard in his arms, kissed him and blessed him also. 

^^^B ' Good-bye, Francisco,' said Leonard in a choking voioe, 
^^^k ' surely the Kingdom of Heaven is made up of such as you.' 
^^^H ' Do not weep, my friend,' answered the priest, ' for there 
^^^H in that kingdom I hope to greet you aud her.' 
^^^H Aud so these friends parted. 

W\ 
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LiFTTNG Joanna in hia arms, Leonard hurried from the | 

sleeping apartment to the throiie-room, where he halted j 

hesitating, for he did not know what waa to happen next J 

ho had preceded him, surrounded by the four prieate J 
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and with a torch in her hand^ stood against that wall of the 
chamber where she had lain bound on the night of the 
drugging of Otter. 

^Bald-pate has fainted with fear, he is a coward/ she 
.said to the priests, pointing to the burden in Leonard's 
arms ; ' open the secret way, and let us pass on.' 

Then a priest came forward, and pressed upon a stone in 
the wall, which gave way, leaving a space sufficiently large 
for him to insert his hand and pull upon some hidden 
mechanism with all his force. Thereon a piece of the wall 
swung outward as though upon a pivot, revealing a flight 
of steps, beyond which ran a narrow passage. Soa de- 
scended first, bearing the light, which she was careful to 
hold in such a way as to keep the figure of Leonard, and 
the burden that he bore, in comparative darkness. After 
her went two priests, followed by Leonard, carrying 
Juanna, the rear being brought up by the remaining priests, 
who closed the secret door behind them. 

* So that is how it is done,' thought Leonard to himself, 
turning his head to watch the process, no detail of which 
escaped him. 

Otter, who had followed Leonard from Juanna's chamber, 
saw them go, though from some little distance, for, like a 
cat, the dwarf could see in the dark. When the rock had 
closed again, he returned to Francisco, who sat upon the 
bed lost in prayer or thought. • 

< I have seen how they make a hole in the wall,' he said, 
* and pass through it. Doubtless our comrades, the Settle- 
ment men, went by that way. Say, shall we try it ? ' 

' What is the use, Otter ? ' answered the priest. * The 
road leads only to the dungeons of the temple ; if we got 
so far we should be caught there, and everything would 
be discovered, including this trick,' and he pointed to the 
robe of Aca, which he wore. 

* That is true,' said Otter. * Come, then, let us go and sit 
upon the thrones and wait till they fetch us.' 

So they went to the great chairs and sat themselves down 
in them, listening to the tramp of the guards outside the 
doorway. Here Francisco resumed his prayers, while Otter 
sang songs of the deeds that he had done, and more espe- 
cially a very long one which he had composed upon the 
taking of the slave camp — ^to keep his heart alive,' as he 
explained to Francisco. 
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A quarter of ail hour passed and the curtains were drawn J 
aside, admitting a band of priests, headed by Nam, and 1 
bearing two litters, 

'Now silence. Otter,' whispered Francisco, drawing his \ 
hood over his face. 

' Here sit the gods,' said Nam, waving the torch that \ 
carried towards the two quiet figures on the thrones. \ 
'Descend, ye gods, that we may bear you to the temple 
and seat you in a lofty place, whence ye shall watch the 
glories of the rising sun.' 

Then, without more ado, Otter and Francisco came down \ 
from their seats, and took their places in the litters. Pres- 
ently they felt themselves being borne forward at a con- 
siderable speed. When they were outside the palace gates i 
Otter peeped through the curtain in the hope of perceiving 
some change in the weather. In vain, the mist was denser J 
than usual, although it grew grey with the light of the 
coining dawn. Now they were at those gates of the temple j 
that were nearest to the colossal idol, and here, at the , 
mouth of one of the numerous underground passages, guards | 
assisted them to descend. I 

' Farewell, Queen,' whispered the voice of Olfan into I 
Francisco's ear, ' I would have given my life to save you 
but I have failed ; as it is, I live to avenge you upon Nam 
and all his servants.' 

Francisco made no answer, but pressed on down the pas- I 
sage holding his head low. Soon they were at the foot of I 
the idol, and, led by priests, began to ascend the stairway ] 
in the interior o£ the statue. Up they toiled slowly in the | 
utter darkness ; indeed, to Francisco this, the last journey | 
of his life, seemed the longest. 

At '.ength they emerged upon the head of the colossus, 
where neither of them had been before. It formed a flat 
platform about eight feet square, quite unprotected at the \ 
edges, beneath which curved the sheer outlines of the 
sculptured head. The ivory throne whereon Juanna had sat 
when iirst she visited the temple was gone, and instead of it, 
placed at the very verge of the forehead, were two wooden \ 
stools upon which the victims must seat themselves. From 
this horrible elevation could be seen that narrow space of 
rock between the feet of the colossus and the wall of the 
pool where was the stone altar, although, owing to the slope 
of the bowed head, he who stood upon it almost overhung 
the waters of the well. 
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Otter and Francisco seated themselves on the stools, and 
behind them Nam and three other priests took their stand, 
Nam placing himself in such a position that his companions 
could not see anything of Francisco's slight form, which 
they believed to be that of the Shepherdess. 

' Hold me, Otter,' whispered Francisco. * My senses will 
leave me, and I shall fall.' 

^ Shut your eyes and lean back, then you will see nothing,' 
answered Otter. ' Moreover, make ready your medicine, 
for the time is at hand.' 

* It is ready,' he answered. * May I be forgiven the sin, 
for I cannot bear to be hurled living to the Snake ! ' 

Otter made no answer, but set himself to watch the scene 
beneath him. The temple was filled with mist that from 
the great height looked like smoke, and through this veil 
he could just distinguish the black and moving mass of the 
vast audience, who had sat the long night through waiting 
to witness the consummation of the tragedy, while the sound 
of their voices as they spoke together in hushed tones 
reached him like that of the murmuring of distant waters. 
Behind him stood the four priests or executioners in a solemn, 
silent line, their eyes fixed upon the grey mist, while above 
them, around them, and beneath them was nothing but sheer 
and giddy space. 

It was a hideous position, heightened by every terror 
that man and nature can command, and even the intrepid 
dwarf, who feared neither death nor devil, and over whom 
religious doubts had no power, began to feel its chilling 
influence grip his heart. As for Francisco, such mind 
as he had left to him was taken up with fervent prayer, 
so it is possible that he did not suffer so much as might 
have been expected. 

Five minutes or more passed thus; then a voice spoke 
from the mist below, saying : 

' Are those who are named Aca and Jal on high, O 
priest ? ' 

* They are on high,' answered Nam. 

' Is it the hour of dawn, O priest ? ' said the voice again, 
and this time Otter knew it for that of the spokesman of 
the elders. 

'.Not yet a while,' answered Nam, and he glanced at the 
snow peak that towered thousands of feet into the air 
behind and above the temple. 
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^^^^1 Indeed every eye. in that assembly was staring at this 
^^^^H peak, although its gigaotic outline could only be aeeo dimly 
^^^^H through the mist, ditnly as the shape of a corpse buried ia 
^^^^^B a winding sheet of snow. Here, upon the loftiest preoi- 
^^^^B pices of the mountain the full light of morning struck first 
^^^^B and struck always, for their pinnacles soared far above the 
^^^^V level of the mist wreaths, and by the quality of that light 
^^^H this people judged the weather of the new-born day. If 
^^^H the snow was rosy-red, then they knew that ere long the 
^^^V sua would shine upon them. If, 011 the other hand, it 
^^^^ gleamed cold and white, or, still worse, grey, it was a sign 
W that the coming day would be misty in the city and on the' 

1 plains. Thei'efore ia this, the hour of the tri^ of the gods^ 

fc whom they hail set up, ail that company watched the moun^ 

^^^^K tain peak as they had never watched before, to see if it 
^^^^H should show white or red. 

^^^^H Very gradually the light increased, and it seemed to Otter 
^^B that the mist was somewhat thinner than was usual at this 
hour, though as yet it hung densely between them and the 
mountain snow. Now he could trace the walls of the am- 
phitheatre, now he could see the black shimmer of the water 
beneath, and distinguish the glitter o£ many hundreds of 
upturned eye-balla as they glared at him and beyond him. 
The silence grew more and more intense, for none spoke op. 
moved: all were waiting to see the dawn break upon the' 
slope of snow, and wondering — would it be red or white ? I 
Must the gods die or live ? So intense and fearful was ths'i 
hush, unbroken by a breath of air or the calling of a bird,. 
that Otter could bear it no longer, but suddenly burst into! 

He had a fine deep voice, and it was a Zulu war-song thatj 
he sung, a triumphant p^an of the rush of conquering impiS' 
interspersed with the wails of women and the groans of the 
dying. Louder and louder he sang, stamping his naked feet 
upon the rock, while the people wondered at the marvel. 
Surely this was a god, they thought, who chanted thus 
exultingly in a strange tongue while men waited to see him 
cast into the jaws of the Snake. No mortal about to die so 1 
soon and thus terribly could find the heart to sing, and' 
much less could he sing such a song as that they heard. 

' He is a god,' cried a voice far away, and the cry was 
echoed on every side till at length, suddenly, men grew 
silent, and Otter also ceased from his singing, for he bad 
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turned his head and seen. Lo ! the veil of mist that hid the 
mountain's upper heights grew thin : — it was the moment 
of dawn, but would it be a red dawn, or a white ? As he 
looked the vapours disappeared from the peak, though they 
still lay thick upon the slopes below, and in their place 
were seen its smooth and shining outlines clothed in a cloak 
of everlasting snows. 

The ordeal was ended. No touch of colour, no golden 
sunbeam or crimson shadow stained the ghastly surface of 
those snows, they were pallid as the faces of the dead. 

^ A white dawn ! A white dawn ! ' roared the populace. 
' Away with the false gods ! Hurl them to the Snake ! ' 

*It is finished,' whispered Otter again into Francisco's 
ear ; ' now take your medicine, and, friend, farewell ! ' 

The priest heard and, clasping his thin hands together, 
turned his tormented face in which the soft eyes shone, 
upwards towards the heavens. For some seconds he sat 
thus ; then Otter, peering beneath his hood, saw his coun- 
tenance change, and once more a glory seemed to shine 
upon it as it had shone when, some hours since, Fran- 
cisco promised to do the deed that now he was about to 
dare. 

Again there was silence below, for the spokesman of the 
Council of Elders had risen, and was crying the formal 
question to the priests above : 

' Is the dawn white or red, ye who stand on high ? ' 

Nam turned and looked upon the snow. 

^ The dawn is fully dawned and it is white ! ' he answered. 

' Be swift,' whispered Otter into Francisco's ear. 

Then the priest raised his right hand to his lips, as 
though to partake of the sacrament of death. 

A moment later and he let it fall with a sigh, whispering 
back to Otter : ' I cannot, it is a deadly sin. They must 
kill me, for I will not kill myself.' 

Before the dwarf could answer. Nature, more merciful 
than his conscience, did that for Francisco which he refused 
to do for himself, for of a sudden he swooned. His face 
turned ashen and slowly he began to sink backwards so 
that he would have fallen had not Nam, who saw that he 
had fainted with fear, caught him by the shoulders and 
held him upright. 

^The dawn is white ! We see it with our eyes,' answered 
the spokesman of the Qlder?* * ye who stand on high, 
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cast doirn the false gods according to the judgment 
People of the Mist.' 

Otter heard and knew that the moment had come to 
for now he need trouble himself with Francisco no more. 

Swiftly he turned his head, looking at Nam, for he would 
know if he might carry out a purpose that he had formed. 
It was to seize the high- priest and bear him to the depths 
below. 

It was not possible, he was out of reach ; moreover, were 
he to suatch Nam away, Francisco would fall backwards, 
and the others might see that this was not the Shepherdess. 
Otter stood up upon hia feet, and kicking the stool on which 
he had sat off the platform, he watched its flight. It fell 
into the water, never touching the rock, and then the dwarf 
knew that he had planned well. 

Now Nam and one priest seized the fainting form of 
Francisco, and the other two stepped towards Otter, The 
dwarf waited till their hands were outstretched to grasp 
him, then suddenly he sprang at the man upon his right, 
and shouting 'Come thou with me,' he gripped him about 
the middle in his iron grasp, and putting out all hia 
strength, hurled himself and his burden into sheer space 
beneath. 

The priest shrieked aloud, and a gasp of wonder went up 
from the watching thousands as the dwarf and his victim 
rushed downward like a stone. They cleared the edge of 
the pool by an inch or two — no more, and struck the boil- 
ing waters, sinking through them till Otter thought that 
they would never rise again. But at last they did rise. 
Then Otter loosed the dead or senseless priest, and at that 
moment the body of Francisco, cast thither by Nam, struck 
the water beside him and straightway vanished for ever. 

Otter loosed his grip, and diving beneath the surface 
swara hard for the north side of the pool, for there he had 
noticed that the current was least strong, and there also' 
the rock bank overhung a little. He reached it safely, and 
rising once more grasped a knob of rock with one hand,, 
and lay still where in the shadow and the swirl of waters ' 
he coiud not be discovered by any watching from above., 
He breathed deeply and moved his limbs; it was well, hai 
was unhurt. The priest whom he had taken with I 
being heaviest, had met the water first, so that though 
leap was so great the shock had been little. 
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* Ha ! ' said Otter to himself, ' thus far my Spirit has 
been with me, and here I could lie for hours and never 
be seen. But there is still the Snake to deal with,' and 
hastily he seized the weapon that he had constructed out 
of the two knives, and unwound a portion of the cord 
that was made fast about his middle. Then again he 
looked across the surface of the waters. Some ten fathoms 
from him, in the exact centre of the whirlpool, the body of 
the priest was still visible, for the vortex bore it round and 
round, but of Francisco there was nothing to be seen. 
Only thirty feet above him Otter could see lines of heads 
bending over the rocky edges of the pool and gazing at the 
priest as he was tossed about like a straw in an eddy. 

'Now, if he is still there and awake,' thought Otter, 
' surely the father of crocodiles will take this bait ; therefore 
I shall do best to be still a while and see what happens.' 

As he reflected thus a louder shout than any he had 
heard before reached his ears from the multitude in the 
temple above him, so tumultuous a shout indeed, that for a 
few moments even the turmoil of the waters was lost in it. 

* Now what chances up there, I wonder,' thought Otter 
again. Then his attention was distracted in a somewhat 
unpleasant fashion. 

This was the cause of that shout : a miracle, or what the 
People of the Mist took to be a miracle, had come about ; 
for suddenly, for the first time within the memory of man, 
the white dawn had changed to red. Blood-red was the 
snow upon the mountain, and lo! its peaks were turned to 
fire. 

For a while all who witnessed this phenomenon stood 
aghast, then there, arose that babel of voices which had 
reached the ears of Otter as he lurked under the bank of 
rock. 

'The gods have been sacrificed unjustly,' yelled the 
people. ' They are true gods ; see, the dawn is red ! ' 

The situation was curious and most unexpected, but Nam, 
who had been a high priest for more than fifty years, 
proved himself equal to it. 

' This is a marvel indeed ! ' he cried, when silence had at 
length been restored ; *• for no such thing is told of in our 
history as that a white dawn upon the mountain should 
turn to red. Yet, O iPeopl,e of the Mist, those whom we 
thought gods have not been offered up wrongfully. Nay, 
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I'tbis is the meaning of the sign : now are the true gods, Aca ] 
I and J&i, appeased, because those who dared to usurp their 
loow^r have gone down to doom. Tlierefore the curse is J 
E lifted from the land and the sunlight has come back to J 
I bless us.' 

he finished speaking again the tumult broke out, some \ 
\ crying this thing and some that. But no action was taken, 
F for Nam's excuse was ready and plausible, and the minds 
[■ of men were confused. So the assembly broke up in dis- 
I order; only the priests and as many more as could find 
I pla«e, Olfan among them, crowded round the edges of the ' 
I pool to aee what happened in its depths. 

Meanwhile Otter bad seen that which caused him to ] 
think no more of the shouting above him than of the huni' ; 
ining of last year's gnats. Suffering his eyes to travel I 
round the circumference of the rooky wall, he saw the | 
mouth of a circular bole, situated immediately under the ] 
base of the idol, which may have measured some eight feet J 
'n diameter. The lower edge of this hole stood about six I 
nches above the level of the pool, and water ran out of it ] 
n a thin stream. Passing down this stream, half swim- I 
ming and half waddling, appeared that huge and ungainly ! 
reptile which was the real object of the worship of the ' 
People of the Mist. I 

Great as was its length and bulk the dwarf saw it but I 
for a few moments, so swift were its movements ; then the I 
creature vanished into the deep waters, to re-appear pres- ] 
ently by the side of the dead priest, who was now begin- 1 
ning to sink. Its horrible head rose upon the waters as on 
that night when the woman had been thrown to it; it 
opened its huge jaws, and, seizing the body of the man 
across the middle, it disappeared beneath the foam. Otter 
watched the mouth of the hole, and not in vain ; for before 
he could have counted ten the monster was crawling through I 
it, bearing its prey into the cave. J 

Jfow once more the dwarf felt afraid, for the Snake, or I 
rather the crocodile, at close quarters was far more fearful ] 
.than anything that his imagination bad pourtrayed. Keep- 
ing his place beneath the ledge, which, except for the cold- i 
ness of the water, he found himself able to do with little I 
fatigue or difficulty, Otter searched the walls of the pool 1 
'leeMng for some possible avenue of escape, since. 
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ardour for personal conflict with this reptile had evapo- 
rated. But search as he would he could find nothing ; the 
walls were full thirty feet high, and sloped inwards, like 
the sides of an inverted funnel. Wherever the exits to the 
pool might be they were invisible, also notwithstanding his 
strength and skill Otter did not dare to swim into the 
furious eddy to look for them. 

One thing he noticed, indeed: immediately above the 
entrance to the crocodile's den, and some twenty feet from 
the level of the water, two holes were pierced in the rock, 
six feet or so apart, each measuring about twelve inches 
square. But these holes were not to be reached, and even 
if reached they were too small to pass, so Otter thought no 
more of them. 

Now the cold was beginning to nip him, and he felt that 
if he stayed where he was much longer he would become 
paralysed by it, for it was fed from the ice and snow above. 
Therefore, it would seem that there was but one thing to 
do — to face the Water Dweller in his lair. To this, then. 
Otter made up his mind, albeit with loathing and a doubt- 
ful heart. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

HOW OTTER FOUGHT THE WATER-DWELLER 

Keeping himself carefully under the overshadowing ledge 
of the rock-bank, and holding his double-bladed knife ready 
in one hand. Otter swam to the mouth of the Snake's den. 
As he approached it he perceived by the great upward force 
of the water that the real body of the stream entered the 
pool from below, the hole where the crocodile lived being 
but a supplementary exit, which doubtless the river fol- 
lowed in times of flood. 

Otter reached the mouth of the tunnel without any great 
difficulty, and, watching his chance, he lifted himself on his 
hands and slipped through it quickly, for he did not desire 
to be seen by those who were gathered above. Nor indeed 
was he seen, for his red head-dress and the goatskin cloak 
had been washed away or cast off in the pool, and in that 
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light bis bla«?-k body made little show against the black 
fock beueath. 

Now he was inside the hole, and found himself crouching 
upon a bed of aand, or rather disintegrated rock, brought 
down by the waters. The gloom of the place was great, 
but the light of the white dawn, which had turned to red, 
was gathering swiftly on the surface of the pool without 
03 the mist melted, and thence was reflected into the tun- 
nel. So it came about that very soon Otter, who had the 
gift, not uncommon among savages, o£ seeing in anything 
short of absolute darkness, was able to make out his sur- 
roundings with tolerable accuracy. The place in a corner 
of which he squatted was a cave of no great height or 
width, hollowed in the solid rock by the force of water, as 
smoothly as though it had been hewn through it by the 
hand of man : in short, an enormous natural drain-pipe, but 
constructed of stone instead of earthenware. 

In the bottom of this drain trickled a sti'eam of water 
nowhere more than six inches in depth, on either side of 
I which, for ten feet or more, lay a thick bed of debris ground 
small. How far the cave stretched of course he could not 
see, nor as yet could he discover the whereabouts of its 
hideous occupant, though traces of its presence were plen- 
tiful, for the sandy floor was marked with its huge foot- 
prints, and the air reeked with an abominable stink. 

' Where has this evil spirit gone to ? ' thought Otter ; 
'he must be near, and yet I can see nothing of him. Per- 
haps he lives farther up the cave ; ' and he crept a pace or 
two forward and again peered into the gloom. 

Now he perceived what had hitherto escaped him, namely, 
that some eight yards from the mouth of the tunnel a table- 
shaped fragment of stone rose from its floor to within six 
feet of the roof, having on the hither side a sloping plane 
that connected its summit with the stream-bed beneath. 
Doubtless this fragment or boulder, being of some harder 
material than the surrounding rock, had resisted the wear 
of the rushing river ; the top of it, as was shown by the 
high-water marks on the sides of the cave being above the 
level of the torrent, which, although it was 
only by a rivulet, evidently at certain seasons of the year 
poured down with great force and volume. 

' Here is a bed on which a crocodile might sleep,' reflected 
OtteCj creeping a little further forward and staring at tlw 
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mass of rock, and more especially at a triaiigular-shaped 
object that was poised on the top of the sloping plane, and 
on something which lay beneath it. 

' Now, if that thing be another stone,' thought Otter again, 
^how comes it that it does not slip into the water as it 
should do, and what is that upon which it rests ? ' and he 
took a step to one side to prevent his body from intercept- 
ing any portion of the ray of light that momentarily shone 
clearer and pierced the darkness of the cave to a greater 
distance. 

Then he looked again and almost fell in his horror, for now 
he could see all. The thing that he had taken for a stone 
set upon the rock-table was the head of the Dweller in the 
Waters, for there in it, as the light struck on them, two 
dreadful eyes gleamed with a dull and changing fire. More- 
over, he discovered what was the object which lay under 
the throat of the reptile. It was the body of that priest 
whom Otter had taken with him in his leap from the statue, 
for he could see the dead face projecting on one side. 

* Perhaps if I wait a while he will begin to eat him,' re- 
flected the dwarf, remembering the habits of crocodiles, ' and 
then I can attack him when he rests and sleeps afterwards ; ' 
and, acting on this idea, he stood still, watching the green 
fire as it throbbed and quivered^ waxed and waned in the 
monster's eyes. 

How long he remained thus Otter never knew ; but after 
a time he became conscious that these eyes had taken hold 
of him and were drawing him towards them, though 
whether the reptile saw him or not he could not tell. For 
a space he struggled against this unholy fascination ; then, 
overcome by dread, he strove to fly, back to the pool or 
anywhere out of reach of those devilish orbs. Alas ! it was 
too late, no step could he move backwards, no, not to save 
his life. 

Now he must go on. It was as though the Water Dweller 
had read his mind, and drew his foe towards itself to put 
the matter to the test. Otter took one step forward — 
rather would he have sprung again off the head of the 
colossus — and the eyes glowed more dreadfully than ever, 
as though in triumph. 

Then in despair he sank to the ground, hiding his face in 
his hands and groaning in his heart. 

* This is a devil that I have come to fight, a devil with 
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\ luagie in his eyes,' he thought. 'And how can I, who am 
, but a commoo Ruobnose dwarf, do battle against the king 
of evil spirits, clothed in the shape of a crocodile ? ' 

Even now, when he could not see them, he felt tlie eyes 
drawing him. Yet, as they were no longer visible, hia 
courage and power of mind came back to him sufficiently 
to enable him to think again. 

'Otter,' he said to himself, 'if you stay thus, soon the 
magic will do its work. Your sense will leave you, and 
that devil will eat you up as a cobra devours a meer-cat. 
Yes, he will swallow you, and his inside will be your grave, 
and that is no end for one who has been called a god ! Men, 
let alone gods, should die fighting, whether it be with other 
men, with wild beasts, with snakes, or with devils. Think 
now, if your master, the Delivei'er, saw you crouch thus 
like a toad before an adder, how be would laugh and say, 
" Ho I I thought this man brave. Ho ! he talked very loud 
about fighting the Water Dweller, he who came of a line of 
warriors ; but now I laugh at him, for I see that he is but 
a cross-bred cur and a coward." 

' Yes, yea, you can hear his words, Otter. Say now, will 
you bear their shame and sit here uutil you are snapped up 
and swallowed?' 

Thus the dwarf addressed himself, and it seemed to hia 
bewildered brain that the words which he had imagined 
were true, and that Leonard really stood by and mocked 

At the last he sprang to his feet and crying, * Never, 
Baas ! ' so loudly that the cave rang with the echoes of his 
shout, he rushed straight at the foe, holding the two-bladed 
knife in bis right hand. 

The crocodile, that was waiting for him to fall insensible, 
as had ever been the custom of the living victims on whom , 
it fixed its baneful glare, heard his cry and awoke from its 
seeming torpor. It lifted its head, fire seemed to flash from | 
its dull eyes, its vast length began to stir. Higher and 
higher it reared its head, then of a sudden it leapt from the 
slope of rock, as alligators when disturbed leap from a 
river bank into the water, coming so heavily to the ground ' 
that the shock caused the cave to tremble, and stood before 
the dwarf with its tail arched upwards over its back. 

Again Otter shouted, half in rage and half iu terror, and ] 
the sound seemed to make the brute more furious. 
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It opened its huge mouth as though to seize him and 
waddled a few paces forward, halting within six feet of 
him. Now the dwarfs chance had come and he knew it, 
for with the opportunity all his courage and skill returned 
to him. It was he who sprang and not the crocodile. He 
sprang, he thrust his arm and the double knife far into the 
yawning mouthy and for a second held it there, one end 
pointing upwards to the brain and one to the tongue 
beneath. He felt the jaws close, but their rows of yellow 
fangs never touched his arm, for there was that between 
them which held them some little space apart. Then he 
cast himself on one side and to the ground, leaving the 
weapon in the reptile's throat. 

For a few moments it shook its horrid head, while Otter 
watched gasping, for the reek of the brute's breath almost 
overpowered him. Twice it opened its great jaws and spat, 
and twice it strove to close them. Oh ! what if it should 
rid itself of the knife, or drive it through the soft flesh of 
the throat ? Then he was lost indeed ! But this it might 
not do, for the lower blade caught upon the jawbone, and at 
each effort it drove the sharp point of the upper knife 
deeper toward its brain. Moreover, so good was the 
steel, and so firm were the hide bindings of the handles 
shrunken as they were with the wet, that nothing broke or 
gave. 

' Now he will trample me or dash me to pieces with his 
tail,' said Otter ; but as yefc the Snake had no such mind, 
indeed, in its agony it seemed to have forgotten the pres- 
ence of its foe. It writhed upon the floor of the cave, lash- 
ing the rock with its tail, and gasping horribly the while. 
Then suddenly it started forward past him, and the tough 
hide-rope about Otter's middle ran out like the line from 
the bow of a whale-boat when the harpoon has gone home 
in the quarry. 

Thrice the dwarf spun round violently, then he felt him- 
self dragged in great jerks along the rocky floor, which, 
happily for him, was smooth. A fourth jerk and once more 
he was in the waters of the pool, ay, and being carried to 
its remotest depths. 

*Now, he is mad,^ thought Otter, ^who ties himself to 
such a fish as this, for it will drown me ere it dies.' 

Had Otter been any other man, doubtless this would have 
been so. But he was as nearly amphibious as a human 
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being can be, and coiilii dive and swim and hold his breath, 
yes, and see beneath the surface as well as the animal from 
which he took his name. Never did sunh gifts stand their 
owner in better stead than during the minutes of this 
strauge duel. 

Twice the tortured reptile sank to the bottom of the pool 
— and its depth was great — dragging the dwarf after it, 
though, as it chanced, between each dive it rose to the 
surface giving him time to breathe. A third time it dived, 
and Otter must follow it — on this occasion to the mouth 
of one of the subterranean exits of the water, into which, 
the dwarf was sucked. Then the brute turned, heading up' 
the poo! with the speed of a, hooked salmon, and Otter, who 
Iiad prayed that the line would break, now prayed that it. 
might hold, for he knew that even he could never hope to 
swim against that undertow. 

It held, and once more they rose to the sarface, where 
the reptile lay lashing the waters in its paiuj blood pouring 
from its mouth and nostrils. Very glad was Otter to be 
able to breathe again, for during that last rush he had gone 
near to suffocation. He lifted his head, inhaling the air 
with great gulps, and saw that the banks of the pool weifl 
lined with spectators who shouted and surged in their mad 
excitement. After that he did not see much more for a 
while, since just then it seemed to occur to the crocodile 
for the first time that the man alongside of him was the 
cause of his suffering; at least it wallowed round, causing 
the waters to boil about its horny sides and charged him. 
With its fangs it could nob bite, therefore it struck at him 
with its tail. 

Twice Otter dived avoiding the blows, but the third time; 
he was not so successful, for the reptile followed him into' 
the deep water and dealt him a fearful stroke before he 
couJd either sink or rise. He felt the rough scales out into 
his flesh and a sensation as though every bone in bis body 
was breaking and his eyes were starting from his head. 
Faintly and more faintly he struggled, but in vain, for now 
life and sense were leaving him together, and everything 
grew black. 

But suddenly there oarae a change, and Otter knew 
vaguely that again he was being dragged through 
water and over rock. Then darkness took him and 
remembered no more. 
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When the dwarf awoke it was to find himself lying on 
the floor of the cave, but not alone, for by his side, twisted 
into a last and hideous contortion, lay the Snake god — 
dead! The upper blade of the double knife had worked 
itself into its brain, and, with a dying effort, it sought the 
den where it had lived for centuries, dragging Otter with 
it, and there expired, how or when he knew not. But 
the dwarf had triumphed. Before him was stretched the 
ancient terror of the People of the Mist, the symbol and, 
indeed, the object of their worship, slain by his- skill and 
valour. 

Otter saw, and, bruised and shaken as he was, his heart 
swelled with pride, for had he not done a deed single- 
handed such as was not told of in the stories of his land ? 

* Oh I that the Baas were here to see this sight,' he said, 
as he crawled along the length of his dead enemy, and 
seated himself upon its flat and loathsome snout. * Alas ! 
he cannot,^ he added, *but I pray that my watching spirit 
may spare my life, that I may live to sing this song of the 
slaying of the Devil of the People of the Mist. Wow! 
that was a fight. When shall a man see such another? 
and lo ! save for many bruises and the cutting of the rope 
about my middle, I am not greatly hurt, for the water 
broke the weight of his tail when he smote me with it. 
After all, it is well that the line held, for it served to drag 
me from the pool as it dragged me into it, otherwise I had 
surely drowned there. 

* See, though, it is nearly done with,' and grasping that 
end of the cprd which hung from the jaws of the crocodile, 
he broke it with a jerk, for, with the exception of half a 
strand, it was frayed through by the worn fangs. 

Then, having rested himself a little, and washed the 
worst of his hurts with water, Otter set himself to consider 
the position. First, however, he made an utterly ineffec- 
tual effort to extract the great knives. Ten men could not 
have moved them, for the upper blade was driven many 
inches deep into the bone and muscles of the reptile's mas- 
sive head. But for this chance it would have soon shaken 
itself clear of them ; but, as it was, every contortion and 
gnashing of its jaws had only served to drive the steel 
deeper — up to the hilt, indeed. 

Abandoning this attempt, the dwarf crept cautiously to 
the mouth of the cave and peered at the further banks of 
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the pool, whence lie could hear ahouts aud see men moving 
to and fro, appareiiUy in a state of great excitement. 

'Now I am weary of that pool,' he said to himself, 'ai 
if I am seen in it the Great People will surely shoot at e 
with arrows and kill me. What shall I do, then ? I ca 
not stay in this place of stinks with the dead devil and the | 
bonea of those whom he has devoured, until I die of hunger. 
Yet this water must come from somewhere, therefore it 
seems best that I should follow It a while, searching for 
the spot where it enters the cave. It will be dark walk- 
ing, but the walls and the floor are smooth, so that I shall 
not hurt myself, and if I find nothing I can return again 
and strive to escape from the pool by night.' 

Having decided upon the adventure, Otter began to carry 
it out with characteristic promptness, the more readily, I 
indeed, because hia long immersion in the water had | 
chilled him, and he felt a weariness creeping over him 
as a result of the terrible struggle and emotions that he 
had passed through. 

Coiling the hide rope about liia middle, which was sadly 
cut by its chafing, lie started with an uncertain gait, for he ' 
was still very weak. A few steps brought him to that rock 
on which he had discovered the head of the reptile, and he 
paused to examine it. Climbing the sloping stone — no 
easy task, for it was smooth as ice — he came to the table- 
like top. On its edge lay the body of that priest who had 
shared his fall from the head of the colossus. 

Then he inspected the surface of the rock, and for the 
first time understood how old that monster must have been | 
which he had conquered in single combat. For there, 
where its body had lain from generation to generation, 
and perhaps from century to centiiry, the hard material 
was worn away to the depth of two feet or more, while at I 
the top of the sloping stone was a still deeper niche, wherein | 
its head reposed as it lay keeping Its sleepless watch on the 
waters of the pool. 

Around this depression, and strewn about the floor of the' 
cave itself, were the remains of many victims, a consid- 
erable number of whom had not been devoured. In every 
case, however, the larger bones were broken, and from this 
circumstance Otter judged that, although it was the custom 
of this dreadful reptile to crush the life out of all who were 
thrown to it with a bite of its fangs, yet, like that of other J 
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animals, his appetite was limited, and it was only occasion- 
ally that he consumed what he had killed. 

The sight of these remains was so unpleasant and sug- 
gestive that even Otter, who certainly could not be called 
squeamish, hastened to descend the rock. As he passed 
round it his attention was attracted by the skeleton of a 
man who, from various indications, must have been alive 
within the last few weeks. The bones were clad in a 
priest's cloak, of which the dwarf, who was trembling with 
cold, hastened to possess himself. As he picked up the 
robe he observed beneath it a bag of tanned ox-hide that 
doubtless had once been carried by the owner of the cloak. 

^Perhaps he kept food in this,' thought Otter; 'though 
what he who came to visit the Water Dweller should want 
with food I cannot guess. At the least it will be bad by 
now, so I will leave it and be gone. Only a vulture could 
stay for long in this house of the dead.' Then he started 
forward. 

For a few yards more he had light to guide his steps, but 
very soon the darkness became complete ; still the cave was 
not difficult to travel, for everywhere the rock was smooth 
and the water shallow. All that he needed to do was to 
walk straight on, keeping touch of the side of the tunnel 
with one hand. Indeed he had but two things to fear, that 
he should fall into some pit and that he might suddenly 
encounter another crocodile, 'for doubtless,' thought Otter, 
' the Devil was married.' 

But Otter fell into no hole and he saw no crocodile, 
since, as it chanced, the Water Dweller of the People 
of the Mist was a bachelor. 

When the dwarf had travelled up a steep slope for 
rather more than half-an-hour, to his intense joy he saw 
light before him and hurried towards it. Presently he 
reached the further mouth of the cavern that was almost 
closed by blocks of ice, among which a little water trickled. 
Creeping through an aperture he found himself upon the 
crest of the impassable precipice at the back of the city, 
and that before him a vast glacier of green ice stretched 
upwards, whereon the sun shone gloriously. 
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CHAl'TER XXXIII 

TRAPPED 

It will be remembered that some hours before Otter found ' 
himself in the light of day, after his conquest of the reptile 
god, Leonard found himaelf in a very different place, namely, 
in a secret passage bearing the senseless form of Juanna in 
his arms, and being guided by Soa, whither he knew not. 

On they went through various tunnels, of the turnings of 
which Leonard tried to keep count in his mind, till at length 
Soa ushered him into a rock-hewn cell that evidently had 
been prepared for their reception, for on one side of it stood 
a bed covered with skin blankets, and on the other a table 
provided with the best food that the country could offer. 
At a sign from Soa he laid Juanna down upon the bed, 
whereupon the woman instantly threw a blanket over her, so I 
as to hide her face from the eyes of the curious. Then, of ] 
a sudden Leonard felt himself seized from behind, and while 
his arms were held by two of the priests, a third, under ; 
Soa's direction, removed bis revolver and hunting-knife, 
which weapons were carried away. 

' You treaeherous hag ! ' said Leonard to Soa, ' be careful j 
lest I kill you.' , 

*To kill me, Deliverer, would be to kill yourself and I 
another. These things are taken from you because it is not I 
safe that you should have them; such toys are not for angry f 
children. Stay,' she said to a fourth priest, ' search his 
pockets.' i 

The man did as he was ordered, placing everything that | 
Leonard had about him, such as his watch, Francisco's note- 1 
book and rosary, and the great ruby stone, in a little pile | 
upon the table. Presently he came to the fragment of 1 
poison which was wrapped in a square of kid-skin. Soa 1 
took it, and after examination said : . 

' Why, Deliverer, you have been borrowing medicine that 
will bring you bad luck if you keep it,' and going to a small 1 
aperture in the wall of the cell, she threw the tiny packet | 
out of it, and after it a second packet which Leonard ( 
recognised as having been taken from Juanna's hair. 
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* There, now you cannot hurt yourself/ she added in Por- 
tuguese. * Let me tell you something : so long as you remain 
quiet all will be well, but if you attempt violence or escape, 
then you shall be bound and placed by yourself, also you will 
bring about the death of the Shepherdess yonder. Be warned 
then by me. White Man, and turn gentle, for remember that 
my day has come at last and you are in my power.' 

*That is very clear, my estimable friend,' answered 
Leonard, controlling his wrath as best he might. ' But for 
your sake I hope that the hour will never come when you 
shall be in mine, for then I may remember more than you 
wish. I do not in the least understand what you are aiming at, 
nor do I much care so long as a certain person is protected.' 

* Do not fear, Deliverer, she shall be protected. As you 
know well, I hate you, and yet I keep you alive because 
without you she might die; therefore, for her sake be 
careful. Attempt no violence towards me or my father if 
we visit you alone, for we shall do so in order that she may not 
be discovered, and the moment that yon lift a hand against 
us will be the beginning of her doom. And now I must 
leave you for a while, for something passes in the temple 
which I desire to see. If she awakes before I return, be 
careful not to frighten her. Farewell ! ' 

Then Soa went taking the priests with her, and the 
massive timber door was closed upon them. 

After he had restored his various belongings to his pockets, 
the revolver and knife which had been removed excepted, 
Leonard turned down the rug and looked at Juanna, who 
appeared to be plunged in a deep and happy sleep, for there 
was a smile upon her face. Next he examined the place 
where they were confined. It had two doors, that by which 
they had entered and a second of equal solidity. The only 
other opening was the slit out of which Soa had dropped the 
poison. It was shaped like an inverted loophole, the narrow 
end facing inward. This aperture attracted Leonard's atten- 
tion, both on account of its unusual form and because of the 
sounds that reached him through it. Of these, the first and 
most pervading was a noise of rushing water. Then after a 
while he distinguished a roar as of a multitude shouting, that 
was repeated again and again at intervals. Now he knew 
where they must be. They were hidden away in the rock of 
the temple, somewhere in the immediate neighbourhood of 
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the raging pool that lay in front of the colossus, and these I 
sounds which he heard were the clamour of the people who I 
watched the fate of Otter and Francisco. 

This conviction was terrible enough, but had he known I 
that as it entered hia mind, the body of his friend the priest 
was travelling on italastjourney within four feet of his eyes, 1 
Leonard might have been even more prostrated than he was, 

For an hour or more the shouting continued, then fol- 
lowed a silence broken only by the everlasting murmur of 
the waters without. 

When Soa departed she had left a fragment of dip made 
of goat-fat burning upon the floor, but very soon this expired, 
leaving them in darkness. Now, however, light began to flow 
into the dungeon through the slit in the rock, and it seemed 
to Leonard that the character of this light was clearer than 
that to which they had been accustomed in this gloomy 
land. 

After a while Leonard sat down upon a stool, which he '. 
placed close to Juauna's bed, just where the beam of light 
pierced the shadows, and groaned aloud in the bitterness of 
his heart. It was over ; the pure-hearted martyr, Francisco, 
was dead, and with him Otter, his faithful friend and servant 
Except Soa, who had become an active enemy, at least so 
far as he was concerned, of all who travelled to this hellish 
country Juanna and he alone were left alive, and sooner or 
later fate must overtake them also. The greatest and last 1 
failure of his life was about to be consummated, and he I 
would go down into a nameless grave, there to be lost, 1 
having for many years suffered and toiled to no purj; 
pursuing a chimera. 

Juanna still slept heavily under the influence of the drug J 
and he was glad of it, for when she woke it must be to a worse 
misery than any that had gone before. Partly for something 
to do, and partly because the cravings of nature made them- 
selves felt even through his sorrows, Leonard turned to the I 
table and ate and drank of the viands there, though not with- | 
out fear that they might be doctored. As the food took effect 
upon him some share of hope and courage entered into his 
heart, for it is a true saying that a full stomach makes a brave 
man. After all they two still breathed and were unharmed 
in body, nor was it absolutely certain that they would he 
called upon to give up the ghost at present. This was much. 

Moreover he had lived long enough to win the love of the_J 
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fearless and beautiful girl who slept beside him, and though 
perhaps under such circumstances love, however true and 
passionate, ceases to occupy a commanding place in a man's 
heart, even then he felt that this was more, and that happier 
days might dawn when it would be, if not everything, at 
least most of all. 

As he thought thus, he saw colour creep into Juanna's 
pale face ; then she sighed, opened her eyes and sat up. 

* Where am I ? ' she said, glancing round wildly. ^ This 
is not the bed on which I lay down. Oh ! ' and she started, 
' is it over ? ' 

^ Hush, dear, hush I I am with you,' said Leonard, taking 
her hand. 

* So I see. But where are the others, and what is this 
dreadful place ? Are we buried alive, Leonard ? It looks 
like a tomb.' 

^ No, we are only prisoners. Come, eat and drink some- 
thing and then I will tell you the story.' 

She rose to obey him, and for the first time her eyes fell 
upon the robe she wore. 

* Why, this is Francisco's ! Where is Francisco ? ' 

* Eat and drink,' he repeated. 

She did his bidding mechanically, watching his face the 
while with wondering and frightened eyes. 

^Now,' she said, 'tell me. I can bear this no longer. 
Where are Francisco and Otter ? ' 

' Alas ! Juanna, they fire dead, ' he answered solemnly. 

* Dead,' she wailed, wringing her hands. * Francisco dead ! 
Why then are we still alive ? ' 

* Have courage and listen, Juanna. After you went to sleep 
in the palace, Soa came to us with a plan which we accepted.' 

* What was the plan ? ' she asked hoarsely. 

Twice he strove to tell her and twice he failed, the words 
would not come. 

* Go ouv Why do you torment me ? ' 

< It was this, Juanna r that Francisco should be dressed 
in the robe of Aca, and offered up with Otter in your place, 
while you were hidden away.' 

* Has it been done ? ' she whispered. 

' I believe so,' Leonard replied, bowing his head to his 
breast. * We are prisoners in a secret cell beneath the feet 
of the statue. There has been great noise and confusion 
without, and now for some time silence.' 
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Tlien Juauna spvaag up and stood over him with flasbinj 
eyes. ; 

'How dared you do thifi?' she said. 'Who gave yoj 
leave to do it ? I thought that you were a man, now I se4 
tiiat you are a coward.' 

'Juanna,' said Leonard, 'it is useless for you to ta 
this. Whatever was done was done for your sake, not for 
that of anybody else.' 

' Oh, yes, you say so, but I believe that you made a plot 
with Soa to murder Francisco in order that you might save 
your own life. I have done with you. I will never speak 
to you again,' 

•You can please yourself about that,' answered Leonard, . 
who by now was thoroughly enraged, 'but I am going to>J 
speak to you. Look here, you have said words to me fox-fl 
which, were you a man, I would do my best to be avenged \ 
upon you. But aa you are a woman I can only answer 
thero, and then wash my hands of you. As you must know, 
or will know, when you come to your right mind, I would 
gladly have taken Francisco's place. But it was impt 
for had I attempted to dress myself lip in the robe of Aoa 
I should instantly have been discovered, and yoit would 
have paid the price of my folly. We all knew this, auf 
after we had consulted, things were arranged as I hav< 
told you. I only consented to your being brought here on th8«l 
condition that I was allowed to accompany you for your pro- -J 
tection. Now I wish that I had left it alone and gone witb,^ 
Francisco, then perhaps I should have found peace instead'! 
of bitter words and reproaches. However, do not be afrai^'J 
for I think it probable that I shall soon follow him. I knov*l 
that you were very fond of this man — this hero — and als(^ J 
either by accident or design, that you had succeeded i 
making him a great deal too fond of you for his peace ti 
mind, therefore I make excuses for your conduct, whioliflll 
with all such deductions, still remains perfectly intolerable/'H 

He paused and looked at her as she sat on the edge oEj 
the couch, biting her lip and glancing towards him now and] 
again with a curious expression on her beautiful face, ui'J 
whicli grief, pride and anger all had their share. Yet at J 
tliat moment Juanna was thinking not of Francisco and hu J 
sacrifice, but of the man before her, whom she had never J 
loved so well as now, when he spoke to her thus bitterl^jH 
paying her back in her own coin. 
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' I cannot pretend to match yoa in scolding and violence,' 
she said, 'therefore I will give up argument. Perhaps, 
however, when you come to your right mind, yon will re- 
member that my life is my own, and that I gave nobody 
permission to save it at the cost of another person's.' 

' What is done, is done,' answered Leonard moodily, for 
his anger had burnt out. ' Another time I will not inter- 
fere with your express wish. By the way, my poor friend 
asked me to give you these,' and he handed her the rosary 
and the note-book ; ' he has written something for you to 
read on the last sheet of the journal, and he bade me say 
that, should you live to escape, he hoped that you will wear 
these in memory of him,' and he touched the beads, ' and 
also that you would not forget him in your prayers.' 

Juanna took the journal, and holding it to the light, 
opened it at hazard. The first thing that she saw was her 
own name, for in truth it contained, among many other mat- 
ters, a record of the priest's unhappy infatuation from the 
first moment of their meeting, and also of his pious efforts to 
overcome it. Turning the pages rapidly she came to the 
last on which there was any writing. It ran as follows : 

' Sefiora, of the eircumsl^nces under which I write these 
words you will learn in due course. The pages of this 
journal, should you deign to study them, will reveal to 
you my shameful weakness. But if I am a priest I am also 
a man — who soon shall be neither, but, as I hope, an im- 
mortal spirit — and the man in me following those desires 
of the spirit that find expression through the flesh, has 
sinned and loved you. Forgive me this crime, as I trust it 
will be forgiven elsewhere, though myself I cannot pardon 
it. Be happy with that noble gentleman who has won your 
heart and who himself worships you as you deserve. May 
you be protected from all the dangers that now surround 
you, as I think you will, and may the blessing of Heaven 
be with you and about you for many peaceful years, till at 
length you come to the peace that passeth understanding. 
And when frora time to time you think of me, may you in 
your heart couple my name with certain holy words: 
" Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down 
his life for his friends." Sefiora, pardon me and farewell.' 

Juanna read this touching and noble-hearted adieu with 
an ever growing wonder, and when she had finished it, put 
down the book crying aloud. 
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' Oh 1 what have I doue to deserve such devotion as this ? 
Theo with a strange and hewildering inconsequence sh^^ 
Sung herself into Leonard's arms, and burying her headi 
upon liis breast she began to weep. ■ 

When she was somewhat calmer he also read the letter J 
and closed the book, saying : 

' The world is poorer by a very perfect geatletnan. 
was too good for any of us, Juanna.' 

' I think ao,' she answered. 

Just then they heard a sound without the door ; it openedf^ 
and Nam entered accompanied by Soa, 

' Deliverer,' said the aged priest whose countenance and 
troubled eyes bore traces of many conflicting emotions, ' and 
you, Shepherdess, I come to speak with you. As you see, 
I am alone except for this woman, but should you attempt^ 
any violence towards her or me, that will be the signal fOM 
your deaths. With much toil and at no little risk to utyM 
self I have spared the life of the Shepherdess, causing th J 
white man, your companion, to be offered up in her jMace.^ 

' Has that offering been accomplished ? ' broke in Leon-^ 
ard, who could not restrain his anxiety to learn what 1 
happened. 

' I will be frank with you, Deliverer,' answered the highj 
priest, when Juanna had translated his question, ' since thej 
truth cannot hurt me, for now we know too much of onu 
another's secreta to waste time in bandying lies. I knowj 
for instance, that the Shepherdess and the Dwarf are n , 
gods, but mortal like ourselves ; and you know that I havi 
dared to affront the true gods by changing the victim whom 
they had chosen. The sacrifice has been accomplished, biit.<l 
with so many signs and wonders that I am bewildered ; the I 
People of the Mist are bewildered also, so that none know j 
what to think. The white man, your companion, 
hurled fainting into the waters when the dawn had brokenj 
upon the mountain and was seen to be grey ; but the dwatd 
your servant, did not wait to have that otfice done for him3 
for he sprang thither himself, ay, and took one with hini."_ 

'Bravo, Otter 1' cried Leonard, 'I knew that you would 1 
die hard.' 

' Hard did he die indeed, Deliverer,' said Nam with a sigh, 
'so hard that even now many swear that he was a god e 
not a man. Scarcely had they all vanished into the pot 
when a wonder chanced such as has not been told of i 
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records : Deliverer, the white dawn turned to red, per- 
chance, as I cried to calm the people, because the false gods 
had met their doom.' 

'Then the true ones must be singularly blind,' said 
Juanna, * seeing that I, whom you dare to call a false god, 
am still alive.' 

This argument silenced Nam for a moment, but pres- 
ently he answered. 

' Yes, Shepherdess, you are still alive,' he said, laying a ' 
curious emphasis on the ' still.' ' And, indeed,' he added 
hastily, 'if you are not foolish you may long remain so, 
both of you, for I have no desire to shed your blood who 
only seek to spend my last days in peace. But listen to the 
end of the tale : While the people wondered at the omen of 
the changed dawn, it was seen that the dwarf, your servant, 
was not dead there in the pool. Yes ! this was seen, De- 
liverer : to and fro in the troubled waters rushed the great 
Water Dweller, and after him, keeping pace with him, went 
that dwarf who was named Otter. Ay, round and round 
and down to the lowest depths ; though how it could be that 
a man might swim with the Snake none can say.* 

' Oh ! Bravo ! Otter,' said Leonard again, bethinking him 
of an explanation of the mystery which he did not reveal to 
Nam. ' Well, what was the end of it ? ^ 

' That none know for certain, Deliverer/ answered the 
priest perplexedly. 'At last the Water Dweller, from 
whose mouth poured blood, was seen to sink with the 
dwarf ; then he rose again and entered the cave, his home. 
But whether the dwarf entered with him, or no, I cannot 
say, for some swear one thing and some another, and in the 
foam and shadow it was hard to see ; moreover, none will 
venture there to learn the truth.' 

' Well, dead or alive, he made a good fight for it,' said 
Leonard. ' And now. Nam, what is your business with us ? ' 

This question appeared to puzzle the priest a little, for, to 
speak truth, he did not care to disclose the exact nature of 
his business, which was to separate Leonard from Juanna, 
without force if possible. 

* I came here. Deliverer,' he answered, ' to tell you what 
had happened.' 

' Exactly,' said Leonard, ' to tell me that you have mur- 
dered my best friend, and one who but lately was your god. 
I thank you for your news, Nam, and now, if I might make 
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bold to ask it, what are your plans with reference to our- 
selves — I mean until it suits you to send us after our 
companions ? ' 

* Believe me, Deliverer, my plan is to save your lives. If 
the others have been sacrificed it was no fault of mine, for 
there are forces behind me that I cannot control even when 
I guide them. The land is in confusion and full of strange 
rumours. I know not what may happen during the next 
few days, but till they are over you must lie hid. This is 
a poor place in which to dwell, but there is none other safe 
and secret. Still, here is another chamber which you can 
use, perchance you have already seen it,' and placing his 
hand upon what appeared to be a latch, he opened the second 
door which Leonard had noticed previously, revealing a cell 
of very similar construction to that in which they were, and 
of somewhat larger size. 

^ See, Deliverer,' he went on, ^ here is the place,' and he 
stepped forward to enter the cell, then drew back as though 
in courtesy to allow Leonard to pass in before him. 

For once Leonard's caution forsook him, for at the mo- 
ment he was thinking of other things. Almost mechani- 
cally he passed the threshold. Scarcely were his feet over 
it when he remembered the character of his host and the 
lodging, and turned quickly to come back. 

It was too late, for even as he turned the heavy timber 
door closed in his face with a clash, and he was caged. 
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nam's last argument 

For a moment Juanna stood stupefied : for the manoeuvre 
had been so sudden that at first she could scarcely realise 
its results. 

^ Now, Shepherdess,' began Nam blandly, ' we can talk in 
private, for I have words to say to you which it is not fit- 
ting that other ears should hear.' 

* You fiend,' she answered fiercely : then comprehending 
that violence or remonstrance would be useless, she adde^ 
* Speak on, I hear you.' 
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* Listen, Shepherdess, and for your own sake I implore 
you, do not give way to grief or rage. I swear to you that 
no harm shall come to yonder man if you will but do my 
bidding. Shepherdess, you are found out ; I know, and the 
people know that you are no goddess. It had been safer to 
sacrifice you to-day, but partly because of the pleading of 
my daughter who loves you, and partly for other reasons, I 
have caused you to be saved alive. Now, Shepherdess, 
from this country there is no escape; as you have chosen 
to come here, here you must remain for life, and in this cell 
you cannot live and die. Therefore for my daughter's sake 
I have cast about for a means to deliver you from bonds 
and to set you high in the land, ay, almost at its head,' and 
he paused. 

* Perhaps you will come to the point,' said Juanna, who 
was trembling with fear and anger. 

* It is this, Shepherdess,' Nam answered bowing; 'although 
you are dethroned as a goddess, you may still shine as a 
queen and rule over us as the wife of our king.' 

* Indeed,' replied Juanna turning suddenly cold, ' and how 
shall I, who am held to be dead, appear again as a woman 
wedded to your king ? Surely the people would find that 
strange, Nam ? ' 

* No, Shepherdess, for I have prepared a tale which shall 
explain the wonder, and already its rumour runs from mouth 
to mouth. It will be said that you were a goddess and 
therefore immortal, but that for the sake of love you have 
put off your godhead and put on the flesh, that you might 
dwell for some few years with him whom you desire.' 

' Indeed,' said Juanna again. * And what if I refuse to 
consent to this scheme, which as I think can have come only 
from a woman's brain ? ' and she pointed to Soa. 

' You are right. Shepherdess,' answered Soa^ ^the plan is 
mine ; I made it to save you, and also,' she added coolly, 
' to be revenged upon that white thief who loves you, for 
he shall live to see you the wife of another man, a wild 
man.' 

'And have you never thought, Soa, that I may have 
wishes of my own in this matter?' 

'Doubtless, yet the fairest women cannot always have 
what they may chance to wish. Know, Shepherdess, that 
this must be both for your own sake and for the sake of 
Nam, my father. Olfan loves you, and in these troubled 
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timeB it is neceesaiy that Nam and the priests should gain 
his support, which has been bought but now by the promise 
that you will be given to him in marriage nn this very day. 
For you, Shepherdess, although you might have wished to 
wed one of yonr own race, at the least you will rale a 
queen, and that is better than to perish miserably.' 

'I think otherwise, Soa,' Juanna answered calmly, for 
she saw that neither passion nor pleading would help heCi, 
' and of the two I choose to die,' and she put her hand to; 
her hair, then started, for she found the poison gone. ' 

' You will choose to die, Shephei-dess,' said Soa with a cold.'^ 
smile, ' but this is not always so easy. I have takeu your; 
medicine from you while you slept, and here there are no, 
other means to compass death.' 

'I can starve, Soa,' replied Juanna with dignity, 

' That takes some time, Shepherdess, and to-day you will 
become the wife of Olfan. Still it is needful that you 
should yourself consent to marry him, for this chief ia 
BO foolish that he declares that he will not wed you till 
you have accepted him with your own mouth and in the 
presence of witnesses.' 

'Then I fear that the wedding will not be celebrated,' 
said Juanna with a bitter laugh, for she could not refrain 
from giving some outward expression to all the loathing 
which she felt for this wicked ^oman, who in her fierce 
love would save the life of her mistress by selling her to 
shame. 

' I think that it will, Shepherdess,' answered Soa, ' for it 
seems that we have a way by which we can win you to 
speak those words that Olfan desires to hear.' ^ 

'There is no way, Soa.' 

'What, none, Shepherdess? Think now: he whom y 
name Deliverer is a prisoner beyond that door. What i 
his life hangs upon your choice ? What if he were shown! 
to you about to die a fearful death from which you alona J 
could save him by speaking a certain word ? ' 

Now for the first time Juanna fully understood the hii^ 
ous nature of the plot whereby Soa purposed either to foM 
her to become the wife of a savage, or to thrust upon b 
the guilt of causing the death of the man whom she lov^ 
and she sank back upon the couch, saying : 

'You would have done better^ to leave me yonder in thai 
slave camp, Soa,' 
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Tlien, abaadoning the tone of forced calm iu wtich she 
had spoken hitherto, Soa broke out bitterly: 

'When you were iu the slave camp, Shepherdess, you 
loved me who have loved you from a child, for then no 
white dog had come to sow mischief between us and to 
make you hate and distrust me. Then I would have died 
for you, ay, and this I would do now. But also I would be 
revenged upon the white dog, for I, who am husbandlesa 
and childless, had but this one thing, and he has taken it 
from me. You were to me as mother, and lover, and babe 
are to other women — my all, and now I am left desolate, 
and I will be revenged upon him before I die. But I still 
love you, Shepherdess, and could any other plan have been 
found to help you, I would not have forced this marriage 
on you. Xo such plan can be found ; thus alone can you 
live and become great and happy; and thus alone can I con- 
tinue to feast my eyes upon you, though it be from far.' 

She ceased, trembling with the strength of the passions 
that shook her, to which, indeed, her words had given but 
feeble expression. 

' Go,' said Juanna, ' I would have time to think.' 

Then Nam spoke again. 

'We go, Shepherdess, in obedience to your wish, but 
before evening we shall return to hear your answer. Do 
not attempt to work mischief on yourself, for know that 
you will be watched though you cannot see the eyes that 
watch you. If you do but so much as lift a hand against 
your liie, or even strive to cut off the light that flows 
through yonder hole, then at once you will be seized and 
bound, and my daughter will be set to guard you. Shep- 
herdess, farewell,' 

And they went, leaving Juanna alone and a prey to such 
thoughts as can scarcely be written. 

For several hours she sat there upon the couch, allowing 
no hint of what she felt to appear upon her face, for she 
was too proud to suffer the eyes which she knew were spy- 
ing on her, though whence she could not tell, to read her 
secret anguish. 

As she sat thus in her desolation several things gi-ew clear 
to Juanna, and the first of them was that Soa must be mad. 
The love and hate that seethed in her fierce heart had tainted 
her brain, making her more relentless than ia a leopard 
robbed of its young. From the beginning she had detested 
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Leouard ami been jealous of him, and incautiously 
he had always shown his dislike and disti'ust of her. 
slow degrees these feeliugs had hardened into insanity, and 
to gratify the vile promptings of her disoi'dered mind she 
would hesitate at nothing. 

From Soa, therefore, she could hope for no relenting. 
Nor had she better prospect with Nam, for it was evident 
that in his case political considerations operated as strongly 
as did those of a personal character with his daughter. He 
was so much involved, he had committed himself so deeply 
in this matter of the false gods that, rightly or wrongly, he 
conceived Soa's plan to offer the only feasible chance of 
escape from the religious complications by which he was 
surrounded, that threatened to bring his life and power to 
a simultaneous end. 

It was out of the question, therefore, to espeet help from 
the high priest, who was in the position of a man on a 
runaway horse with precipices on either side of him, unless, 
indeed, she could show him some safer path. Failing this, 
it would avail her nothing that he hated and feared Olfan, 
and only promoted this marriage in order to bribe the king 
into standing his friend during the expected political con- 
vulsions. Indeed, as she guessed rightly, Nam would much 
prefer to know her safely over the borders of the Miat-land 
than to be called upon to greet her as its queen. This was 
obvious, seeing that should she return to power, religious or 
temporal, it was scarcely to be hoped that she would forget 
the wrongs which she had suffered at hia hands. The mar- 
'riagewaa merely a temporary expedient designed toward 
off immediate evil, but should it come about and the crisis 
be tided over, it was plain that the struggle between the 
false goddess and the perjured priest must be carried on 
until it ended in the death of one or both of them. How- 
ever, all these things lay in the future as Nam foretold it, 
a future which Juaana never meant to live to see. 

There remained Leonard and Olfan. The former, of 
course, was powerless, at least for the present, having' 
suffered himself to be entrapped, though his lack of caution 
mattered little, for doubtless, if guile had failed, force 
would have been employed. It was she who must save 
Leonard, for he could do nothing to save her. 

The jiKire Juanna thought of the matter, the more she 
became convinced that her only hope lay in Olfan liimsel^. 
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wbo had sworn friendship to her, and who certainly was no 
traitor. She rexoembered that in their conversation of the 
day before he had admitted that she eould be nothing to 
him while Leonard lived. Probably Nam had told hiin 
that the Deliverer was dead, and then it was, actuated by 
hia passion which she knew to be genuine enough, that he 
had entered into a bargain with the priest. These must be 
the terms of the compact, that, the game of the false gods 
being played, Olfan undertook to support Nam and the rest 
of his party to the best of his power, for the consideratiim 
to be received of her hand in marriage, stipulating, however, 
that she should give it of her own free will. 

This, of course, she would never do ; therefore Olfan's 
proviso gave her a loophole of escape, though Juanna was 
well aware that it would not be wis« to rely too implicitly 
on the generosity of the savage chief in matters upon which 
savages are apt to be neither generous nor delicate. On 
this she must fall back as a last resooi'ce, or rather as a 
last resource but one. Meanwhile, she would fight Nam 
and Soa step by step, yielding only when she saw that 
further obstinacy on her part would involve Leonard's 
destruction. It was possible, indeed it was probable, that 
everything might fail her, and in that event she must not 
fail herself; in other words, although the poison had been 
taken from her, she must hud a means of death. 

Having thought these problems out so far as it was in 
her power to do, Juanna rose and began to walk up and 
down the cell, noting its construction and peculiarities. 
Doubtless Leonard was behind yonder door, but it was so 
thick that she could hear nothing of his movements. For 
the rest, it seemed clear that escape was impossible, 
Excepting the doors, the shaft in the rock was the only 
other opening that she was able to see, but through this no 
child could pass, and if he might it would be to fall into 
the pool of i-a^ng water. 

Had Otter lived through the fight with the snake god, 
she wondered ? There was small chance of it, but at least 
he had made an end worthy of his reputation, and she felt 
proud of him. And the other — Francisco, Of him also 
she was proud indeed, but for herself she was ashamed, for 
she knew that she had been to blame, though not designetUy. 
Who would have guessed that this frail timid man could 
B himself such a hero, or who could estimate the power 
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^^^H oi the unsought and unhappy love which enabled him 

^^^V conquer the fear o£ death " 

^^H^ She Lad been wrong to be angry with Leonard, for 

V knew well that, if it could- have been so, he would gladly 

I have given his own life for hers. Alas ! it seemed that she 

I was always wrong, for her temper was quick and the tongue 

I is an unruly member. They had both of them been ready 

I to die for her, and one of them had done so ; well, now it 

I was probable that the tables would be turned before many 

B hours were over, and that she would be called upon to ofEep 

^^^B herself to save her lover. If this came about she would 

^^^H not forget the example of Prancisco, but would rather tty 

^^^H to equal it in the heroism of hei end. 

The day passed slowly, and at length the gloom gathering 
in the little cell told her that night was near. Uefore it 
fell, however, Soa and Nam entered, bearing candles, which 
they fixed upon brackets in the walls. 

' We come. Shepherdess, to hear your answer,' said Nam. 
'Will you consent to take Olfan for a husband, or will you, 
not?' 

'I will not consent,' answered Juanna. 

'Think again, Shepherdess.' 

' I have thought. Yon have my answer. 

At the words Nam seized her arm, saying, ' Come hither, 
Shepherdess, I would show you something,' and be led her 
to that door in passing which Leonard had been entrapped. 
At the same time Soa extinguished one of the candles, and 
taking the other in her hand she left the cell, bolting the 
door behind her, so that Nam and Juauna stood in darkness. 

'Shepherdess,' said Nam sternly, 'you are about to see 
him whom yon name the Deliverer. Now remember this, 
if you cry out or speak above a whisper — he dies.' 

Juanna made no answer, although she felt her heart 
grow faint within her. Five minutes or more passed, and' 
of a siidden a panel slid back in the upper part of the door 
which connected the two cells, so that Juanna could see 
through it, although those who stood on the further side 
could not see her, for they were in light and she was iu 
darkness. 

And this was what she saw : Ranged against the wall of 
the second prison, and opposite to her, were three priests 
holding caudles in their hands, whereof the light shone 
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upon their sullen, cruel faces, and the snake's head tattooed 
on their naked breasts. In front of these men stood two other 
priests, and between them was Leonard bound and gagged. 

On the hither side of the cell, and not more than two 
feet from the open panel, stood Soa, on whom the eyes of 
the executioners were fixed, as though awaiting a command. 
Between Soa and these men yawned an open hole in the 
rock floor. 

When Juanna had gazed upon this scene for some twenty 
seconds the sliding panel was closed, apparently by Soa, 
and Nam spoke : 

^ You have seen, Shepherdess/ he said, ^ that the Deliv- 
erer is bound, and you have seen also that before him is a 
hole in the floor of the prison. He who falls down that 
hole. Shepherdess, finds himself in the den of the Snake 
beneath, from the visiting of whom no man has ever 
returned alive, for it is through it that we feed the Water 
Dweller at certain seasons of the year, and when there is no 
sacrifice. Now, Shepherdess, you must choose between two 
things : either to wed Olfan of your own free will this 
night, or to see the Deliverer thrown to the Snake before 
your eyes, and afterwards to wed Olfan whether you will 
it or not. What do you say. Shepherdess ? ' 

Juanna took counsel with herself, and came to the con- 
clusion that she would resist a little longer, for she thought 
that this scene might have been planned merely to try her 
fortitude. 

*I refuse to marry Olfan,' she answered. 

Then Nam opened the panel and whispered a word into 
the ear of Soa, who uttered a command. Instantly the two 
executioner priests flung Leonard on to his back upon the 
ground, an easy task seeing that his legs were fastened with 
ropes, and dragged him forward until his head hung over 
the oubliette-like hole. Then they paused as though wait- 
ing for some further order. Nam drew Juanna some few 
paces away from the door. 

^ What is your word now. Shepherdess ? ' he said. ^ Is 
the man to die or be saved ? Speak swiftly.' 

Juanna glanced through the opening and saw that now 
Leonard's head and shoulders had vanished down the 
oubliette, while one of the priests held him by the ankles, 
watching Soa for the sign to let him fall. 

* Loose him,' said Juanna faintly. ^I will marry Olfan.' 
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Stepping foFward, Kain whispered to Soa, who issued ■■ 
another order. Thereupon the priests drew Leonard from 1 
his perilous position and, unwillingly enough, rolled Iiim to \ 
the side of the cell, for they would have preferred to be rid I 
of him. At that moment also the shutter wa.s closed. I 

'I said loose him,' repeated Juanna, 'now the man lies] 
unable to move like a, fallen tree, on the ground.' 

'No, Shepherdess,' replied Nam, 'perchance you may 1 
yet change your mind, and then it would be troublesome to i 
bind him afresh, for he is very strong and violent. Listen, I 
Shepherdess; when Olfan comes presently to ask your"! 
hand, you must say nothing of that man yonder, for ha I 
deems him to be dead, and the moment that you speak of I 
him he will be dead. Do you understand ? ' 

' I understand,' answered Juanna, ' but at least the j 
might be taken from his mouth,' 

'Fear not, Shepherdess, it shall be done — -when you J 
have spoken with Olfan. And now, at what hour will it be | 
your pleasure to see him ? ' 

'When you will. The sooner it is finished the better.' 

'Good. My daughter,' he added to Soa, who just then 1 
entered the cell, ' be pleased to make fire, and then summon I 
the king Olfan, who waits without' 

Soa departed upon her errand, and, overcome with terror I 
which she would not show, Juanna sank upon the couch, 
hiding her fa^e in her hands. For a while there was silence, 4 
then the door opened again and, heralded by Soa, Olfan, the I 
king, stood before her. 

'Be careful. Shepherdess,' whispered Nam as they en- 
tered ; ' one word — and the Deliverer dies.' 



CHAPTER XXXV 

BE NOBLE OB BE BASE 



Fob a while there was sileneCj then Juanna looked up, search- 1 
ing Olfan's face with her eyes. Nothing was to be read ] 
there, for it was impossible to pierce the mask of solemn 
calm beneath which, in common with all bis race, the kii^ 
was accustomed to hide his thoughts. He leant on the 
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shaft of his broad spear, his head bowed slightly as though 
ill humility, his dark eyes fixed upon her face, immovable, 
impassive, a picture of savage dignity. 

Indeed, Jiianna was faiu to confess to herself that she had 
never seen a grander specimen of the natural man than that 
presented by the chief of the People of the Mist, as he stood 
before her in her rock prison. The light of the candles fell 
full iipon him, revealing his great girth and stature, beside 
which those of the iinest men of her own race would have 
seemed insignificant. It shone upon the ivory torques, em- 
blems of royalty, which were about his neck, wrists, and 
ankles, upon the glossy garments of black goat-skin that 
bung from his shoulders and middle, and the raven tresses 
of his hair bound back from his forehead by a narrow band 
of white linen, which showed in striking contrast against 
the clear olive colouring of his face and breast. 

' Speak, Olfan,' said Juanna at length. 

'It was told to me. Queen,' he answered in a low, full 
voice, ' that you had words to say to me. Nevertheless, now 
as always, I obey you. Queen, I learn that your husband, he 
whom you loved, is dead, and believe me, I sorrow for you. 
In this shameful deed I had no hand ; that, together with 
the end of the other white man and the dwarf, must be 
set down to tlie account of this priest, who swears that 
he was driven to it by the clamour of the people. Queen, 
they have all gone across the mountains and through the 
sky beyond, and you, like some weary dove, far travelled 
from a southern clime, are left a prey among the eagles 
of the People of the Mist. 

' But a few hours since I thought you dead also, for with 
all the thousands in the temple I believed that it was your 
fair body which Nam hurled at dawn from the brow of the 
statue, and I tell you that when I saw it, I, who am a warrior, 
wept and cursed myself, because, although I was a king, I had 
no power to save you. Afterwards this man, the high priest, 
came to me, telling me the truth and a plan that he had made 
for his own ends, whereby you might be saved alive and 
lifted up among the people, and he also might be saved, and 
my rule be made sure in the land.' And he ceased. 

' What is this plan, Olfan ? ' asked Juanna, after a pause. 

' Queen, it is that you should wed me, and appear before 
the people no longer as a goddess, but as a woman who has 
put on the Besh for her love's sake. I know well that 1 
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am all unworthy of such honoior, moreover, that your heart 
must he sore with the loss of one who was dear to yoa, 
and little set upoE the finding of another hushand ; also I 
remember certain words that passed between us and a 
promise which I made. All tliese things I told to Nam. 
and he answered me saying that the matter was urgent, 
that here you could not be hid away for long, and that if I 
did not take you to wife then you must die. Therefore, 
because my love towards you is great, I said to him, " Go 
now and ask her if she will smile upon me if I come before 
her with such words." 

'Nam went, but before he went he made certain agree- 
ments with me on matters of policy, under which I must pay 
a heavy price for you, Lady, and forego revenge and forget 
many an ancient hate, ail of which things I have promised 
to do should you smile upon me, so great ia my love towards 
you. The hours went by, and Nam came back to me, say- 
I ing that having weighed the matter in your mind, your 
I answer was favourable. To this I replied that I did not 

trust him, and would take it from your lips alone. 
' 'And now, Queen, I am here to listen to your word, and to 
offer myself to you, to serve you all my life as your husband 
and your slave. I have little to give you who have been bred 
up in sunnier lands, and among a more gentle people ; I who 
am but the wild chief of men whose hearts are rugged as 
our mountains, and gloomy as a winter's day that is heavy 
with snow to come, — only myself, the service of my soldiers' 
spears, and the first place among the Children o£ the Mist. 

' Now let me hear your answer, and be it what it may, I 
will accept it without a murmur, for least of all things 
do I desire to force myself upon you in marriage. Still 1 
pray you, speak to me plainly once and for all, for if I must 
lose you •! would know the worst; nor can I bear, when 
you have smiled upon me, to see you turn away. Nay, 
I would sooner die.' 

And once more he bowed his head, leaned upon his spear, 
and was silent. 

Juanna considered the position rapidly. It was hopeless 
and cruel. Nam and Soa were on either side of her, the 
latter standing near the door with the sliding panel beyond 
which Leonard lay bound, and she knew well that did she 
speak a single word of the truth to Olfan, it would be the 
signal for her lover's death. It was possible that the king 
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miglit be able to protect her own person from violence, but if 
Leonard died it mattered little what became of her. There 
was but one thing that she could do — declare herself williug 
to become the wife of Olfan. Yet it seemed shameless thus to 
treat this honourable man, the only friend that they bad 
found among the People of the Mist. But of a truth, such 
necessities as hers cannot wait while those in their toils 
weigh scruples or the law of honour. 

' Olfan,' sb^ said, 'I have heard you and this is my answer: 
I will take you as my husband. You know my story, you 
know that he who was my lord is but this day dead,' here 
Soa smiled approvingly at the lie, ' and that I loved him. 
Therefore of your gentleness, you will accord me some few 
weeks before I pass from bim to you, in which I may mourn 
my widowhood. I will say no more, but surely you can 
guess the sorrow of my heart, and all that I have left unsaid.' 

'It shall be as you wish. Queen,' replied Olfan, taking 
her hand and kissing it, while bis sombre face grew radiant 
with happiness. ' You shall pass into my keeping at that 
time which best pleases you, yet I fear that in one matter 
you must be troubled, now, this very hour.' 

'What may that be, Olfan ? ' asked Joanna anxiously. 

' Only this, Queen, that the rite of marriage as we practise 
it must be celebrated between us. It is necessary for many 
reasons which will be made clear to you to-morrow. More- 
over, such was my bargain with Nam sealed by an oath sworn 
upon the blood of Aca, an oath that I do not dare to break.' 

'Oh, no, no!' said Juanna in acute distress. 'Think, 
Olfan, how can I, whose husband is not six hours dead, vow 
myself to another man upon the altar of his grave 1 Give 
me some few days, I pray you.' 

' Most willingly would I do this, Lady, but I may not, it 
is against my oath. Also, what can it matter ? You shall 
remain alone for so long as it shall please you,' 

Then Kam spoke for the first time, saying : 

' Shepherdess, waste no breath in words, for learn that 
though this garment of modesty is becoming to one new 
widowed, yet you must put it from you. More depends 
upon this ceremony than you know of, the lives of many 
hang upon it, our own, perchance, among them, and 
especially the life of one of whom it does not become me 
to speak,' and as though by accident Nam let Ida eyes rest 
upon the door of the adjoining cell. 
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Of his auditors Olfan thought that he was alluding to his 
own life, but Juanna and his daughter knew well that he 
spoke of that of Leonard, which would be sacrificed, did 
the former persist in her objections to the instant cele- 
bration of the marriage. 

^ You hear his words, Queen,' said Olfan, * and there is 
weight in them. The times are very dangerous and if our 
plot is to be carried through, before midnight I must make 
oath to the captains and the Council of the Elders that you 
have come back from death to be my wife.' 

^May-be,' answered Juanna catching at a straw in her 
despair, ^ but must I, who shall be set over this people 
as queen, be married thus in secret ? At the least I will 
have witnesses. Let some of the captains whom you 
trust, Olfan, be brought here to see us wed, otherwise 
the time may come when I shall be held to be no true 
wife, and there are none to establish my honour by their 
words.' 

^ There is little fear of such a thing, Queen,' answered 
Olfan with a faint smile, *yet your demands are just. I 
will bring three of my captains here, men who will not 
betray us, and they shall be witness to this rite,' and he 
turned as though he would go to seek them. 

^ Do not leave me,' said Juanna, catching him by the wrist. 
* I trust you, but these two I do not trust. I fear to be left 
alone.' 

* There is no need for witnesses,' exclaimed Nam in a 
threatening voice. 

^ The Shepherdess has asked for witnesses and she shall 
have them,* answered Olfan fiercely. ^ Old man, you have 
played with me long enough, hitherto I have been your 
servant, now I will be your master. Some few hours ago 
your life was forfeit to me, for the white dawn had turned 
to red, and I meant to take it, but you bribed me with this 
bait,' and he pointed to Juanna. ' Nay, do not lay your 
hand upon your knife, you forget I have my spear. Your 
priests are without, I know it, but so are my captains, and 
I have told them where I am ; if I vanish as many vanish 
here, my life will be required at your hands, for. Nam, your 
power is broken. 

^ Now, obey me. Bid that woman summon him who guards 
without. No, you do not stir,' and he lifted the spear till 
its keen blue point quivered over the high priest's naked 
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breast. ' Bid her go to the door and summon the guard. 
I said to the door, but not beyond it, or beware ! ' 

Nam was cowed, his tool had become his master. 

^ Obey,* he said to Soa. 

' Obey, but no more,^ echoed Olfan. 

Snarling like a wolf, the woman slipped past them to the 
door, and opening it a little way, she whistled through the 
crack. 

* Hide yourself. Lady,' said Olfan. 

Juanna retreated into the shadow behind 'the candle and 
at that moment a voice spoke through the open door, saying, 
* I am here, father.' 

*Now speak,' said Olfan, advancing the spear an inch 
nearer Nam's heart. 

^ My son,' said the priest, ^ go to the entrance by which 
the king entered, where you shall find three captains, gen- 
erals of the king. Lead them hither.' 

* And see that you speak to no one on the way,' whispered 
Olfan in Nam's ear. 

* And see that you speak to no one on the way,' repeated 
Nam. 

* I hear you, father,' replied the priest, and went. 

Some ten minutes passed and the door opened again. 

*The captains are here,' whispered a voice. 

^ Let them enter,' said Nam. 

The order was obeyed, and three great men armed with 
spears stalked into the narrow chamber. One of them was 
brother to the king, and the two others were his chosen 
friends. Then the door closed. 

* My brethren,' said Olfan, ^ I have sent for you to acquaint 
you with a mystery and to ask you to witness a rite. 

* The goddess Aca, who this day was hurled into the pool of 
the Snake, has returned to earth as a woman, and is about 
to become my wife,' — here the captains started — * nay, 
brethren, ask no questions ; these things are so, it is enough. 
Now, priest, play your part.' 

After that, for a while all seemed a dream to Juanna, a 
dream of which she was never able to recover any exact 
memory. She could recollect standing side by side with 
Olfan, while Nam muttered prayers and invocations over 
them, administering to them terrible oaths, which they took, 
calling upon the names of Aca and of J§,1, and swearing by 
the symbol of the Snake. Beyond that everything was 
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•"blank. Indeed, her mind flew back to another marriage 
[lOeremony, when she stood beside Leonard in the slave camp, 
ivand the priest, Francisco, prayed over them and blessed 

■ them. It was that scene which she saw, and not the one 

■ enacting before her eyes, and with its vision were mixed 

■ up strange impersonal jefleetions on the irony of fate, which 
jjiad brought it about that she should figure as the chief 
'ictor in two such dramas, the first of which Leonard had 

rone through to save her, and the second of which she raust 
fgo through to save him. 

At last it was done, and onee more Olfan was bowing 
before her and kissing her hand. 

' Greeting, Shepherdess. Hail ! Queen of the I'eople of 
the Mist,' he said, and the captains repeated his words. 
, Juanna awoke from her stupor. What was to be done 
jjjow, she wondered. What could be done ? Everything 
Pseemed lost. Then of a sudden an inspiration took her. 
' It is ti-ue that I am a queen, is it not, Olfau ? ' 
' It ia true, Lady.' 

' ind as Queen of the People of the Mist I have power, 
have I not, Olfau ? ' 

' Even to life and death, ' he answered gravely ; ' though if 
a kill, yon must answer to the Council of the Elders and 
me. All in this land are your servants, Lady, and Done 
I dare to disobey you except on matters of religion.' 

' Good,' said Juanna. Then addressing the captains in a 
tone of command, she added, ' Seize that priest who is 
named Nam, and the woman with him.' 

Olfan looked astonished and the captains hesitated. Aa 
^or Nam, he did not hesitate but made a bound towards the 



'Stay a while, Nam,' said the king, making a barrier | 
' before him with his spear, ' doubtless the Queen has rea- 
sons, and you would wish to hear them. Hold them, my \ 
captains, since the Queen commands it.' 
Then the three men sprang upon them. Once Nam tried I 
I to draw his knife, but failing in his attempt he submitted | 
^rithout further struggle. With Soa it was different. She | 

S>it and tore like a wild-cat, and Juanna saw that she w 
Bstriving to reach the panel and to speak through it. 
■ ' On your lives do not suffer her to come to that door,' s 
I said, ' presently you shall know why.' 

Then the brother of the king dragged Soa to the caoi 
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and throwing her down upon it stood over her, his spear- 
point at her throat. 

* Now, Queen,* said Olfan, ^ your will is done, and perhaps 
it may please you to explain.' 

* Listen, King, and listen, you, captains,' she answered. 
* These liars here told you that the Deliverer was dead, was 
it not so ? He is not dead, he lies bound in yonder cell, 
but had I spoken a word of it to you, then he would have 
died. Olfan, do you know how my consent was won to be 
your wife ? A shutter within that door was opened, and 
he, my husband, was shown to me, gagged and bound, and 
being held over the mouth of a hideous pit in the floor of 
his prison, that leads I know not where. 

. ^ " Consent, or he dies," they said, and for my love's sake 
I consented. This was the plot, Olfan ; to marry me to you, 
partly because the woman yonder who was my nurse, did 
not desire my death, and partly that Nam might use me to 
save himself from the anger of the people. But do not 
think that you would have kept me long, Olfan, for this 
was in the plot also, that when you had served their pur- 
pose you should die by secret means, as one who knew too 
much.' 

* It is a lie,' said Nam. 

* Silence,' answered Juanna. ' Let that door be opened 
and you shall see if I have lied.' 

* Wait a while, Queen,' said Olfan, who appeared utterly 
overcome. ^ If I understand you right, your husband lives, 
and therefore you say that the words which we have spoken 
and the oaths that we have sworn mean nothing, for you 
are not my wife.' 

^ That is so, Olfan.' ^ 

* Then now I am minded to turn wicked and let him die,' 
said the king slowly, ^ for know this, Lady, I cannot give 
you up.' 

Juanna grew pale as death, understanding that this man's 
passions, now that once he had given them way, had passed 
beyond his control. 

* I cannot give you up,' he repeated, 'have I not dealt well 
with you ? Did I not say to you, " Consent or refuse, as it 
shall please you, but halving once consented you must not 
go back upon your words " ? What Jiave I to do with the 
reasons that prompted them ? My heart heard them and 
believed them. Queen, you are wed to me, those oaths that 
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you have sworn may not be broken. It is too late, now you 
are mine nor can I suffer you to pass from me back to 
another man, even though he was your husband before me/ 
^ But the Deliverer ! must I then become my husband's 
murderer ? ' 

* Nay, I will protect him, and, if it may be, find means to 
send him from the land.' 

Juanna stood silent and despairing, and at this moment 
Soa, lying on the couch, broke into a shrill and mocking 
laugh that stung her like a whip and roused her from her 
lethargy. 

^ King,' she said, ^ I am at your mercy, not through any 
wanton folly of my own, but because fate has made a sport 
of me. King, you have been hardly used, and, as you say, 
hitherto you have dealt well with me. Now I pray you let 
the end be as the beginning was, so that I may always 
think of you as the noblest among men, except one who 
died this day to save me. King, you say you love me, tell 
me then if my life hung upon a word of yours, would that 
word remain unspoken ? 

* Such was my case : I spoke the word and for one short 
hour I betrayed you. Will you, whose heart is great, bind 
me by such an oath as this, an oath wrung from me to save 
my darling from the power of those dogs ? If this is so, 
then I have erred strangely in my reading of your mind, 
for till now I have held you to be a man who would perish 
ere he fell so low as to force a helpless woman to be his 
wife, one whose crime is that she deceived him to save her 
husband.' 

She paused, and clasping her hands as though in prayer, 
looked up into his troubled face with beseeching eyes ; then 
as he did not speak, she went on : 

* King, I have one more word to say. You are the strong- 
est and you can take me, but you cannot hold me, for that 
hour would be my last, and you but the richer by your 
broken honour and a dead bride.' 

Olfan was about to answer when Soa, fearing lest 
Juanna's pleading should prevail against his passion, broke 
in saying, ^Be not fooled, King, by a woman's pretty 
speeches, or by her idle threats that she will kill herself. 
She will not kill herself, I know her well, she loves her life 
too much ; and soon, when you are wed, she will love you 
also, for it is the nature of us women to worship those who 
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master us. Moreover, that man, the Deliverer, is not her 
husband, except in name ; for months I have lived with 
them and I know it. Take her, King, take her now, this 
hour, or live to mourn her loss and your own folly all your 
life's day.' 

* I will not answer that slave's falsehoods,' said Juanna, 
drawing herself up and speaking proudly, ^and it were 
more worthy of you not to listen to them. King. I have 
spoken, now do your will, be great or little, be noble or be 
base, as your nature teaches you.' 

And suddenly she sank to the ground and shaking her 
long hair about her face and arms, she burst into bitter 
weeping. 

Twice the king glanced at her, then he turned his head 
as though he dare look no more, and spoke keeping his eyes 
fixed upon the wall. 

'Rise, Queen,' he said hoarsely, 'and cease your tears, 
since you are safe from me. Now as always I live to do 
your will, but I pray you, hide your face from me as much as 
may be, for. Lady, my heart is broken with love for you and 
I cannot bear to look on that which I have lost.' 

Still sobbing, but filled with admiration and wonder that 
a savage could be thus generous, Juanna rose and began to 
murmur thanks, while the captains stared, and Soa mocked 
and cursed them both. 

' Thank me not,' he said gently. ' It seems that you who 
can read all hearts, have read mine aright, or perchance you 
fashioned it as you would have it be. Now, having done 
with love, let us to war. Woman, what is the secret of 
that door?' 

' Find it for yourself,' snarled Soa. ' It is easy to open 
when once yon know the spring — like a woman's heart, 
Olf an. Or if you cannot find it, then it can be forced — 
like a woman's love, Olf an. Surely you who are so skilled 
in the winning of a bride need not seek my counsel as to 
the opening of a door, for when I gave it but now upon the 
first of these matters, you would not hearken, Olfan, but 
were melted by the sight of tears that you should have 
kissed away.' 

Juanna heard and from that moment made up her mind 
that whatever happened she had done with Soa. Nor was 
this wonderful, for few women could have pardoned what 
she had suffered at her hands. 
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' Drive the Bpear into ber till she speaks, comrade,' aaid'fl 
Olfati. T 

Then at the touuh of steel Soa gave up mocking aud told I 
the secret of the door. 



CHA?TEK XXXVl 



HOW OTTER (.'AME BACK 

After he had rested a while at the bottom of the glacier,- 
Ulter set to work to explore the clift' on the top of which 
he found himself, with the view of descending it and hiding 
at its foot till nightfall, when he hoped to find a means " 
re-entering the eity and putting himself in eoiumnnicatii 
with Olfan. Very soon, however, he discoveitd that if he 
was to retiirn at all, he must follow the same route by which- 
he had come. 

Evidently the tunnel sloped upwards very sharply, for. 
he was standing on the brow of a precipice cut into three 
steps, which, taken together, iniiy have measured some threa 
hundred feet in height, and so far as he could see, it was 
utterly impossible to descend any of these cliffs without 
the aid of ropes. Nor could he continue his investigations 
over a wide area, for about four hundred paces to the left 
of the opening to the subterranean passage — whereof, by 
the way, he was very careful to note the exact position 
— the mountain puahed out a snowy shoulder, with declivi- 
ties 80 precipitous that be dared not trust himself on 
them. 

Then he tried the right-hand side, but with no better ■ 
luck, for here he was stopped by a yawning rift in the rock, j 
Now Otter sat down and considered the situation, I 

The day was still young and he knew that it would ba J 
foolish to attempt escape from the pool before dark. Infl 
front of him the mountain rose steeply till, so far as heB 
could judge, it reached a pass which lay some two miles offjT 
at the base of that main peak, on whose snows the priestsfl 
had watched the breaking of the dawn. Part of this decliv-| 
ity was covered with blocks of green ice, but here and there 
appeared patches of earth, on which grew stunted trees^ 
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shrubs, and even grass and flowers. Being very hungry, it 
occurred to Otter that he might find edible roots among this 
scanty vegetation. 

With this hope he began to climb the slope, to be re- 
warded in due course by the discovery of a vegetable that 
he recognized, for it was the same which had been offered 
to him on the occasion of his unlucky outbreak, that had 
resulted in the casting away of the rubies. 

With this poor food the dwarf filled himself, and having 
found a bough that made him an excellent staff, he con- 
tinued his climb, desiring to see what there might be on 
the other side of the neck. 

Arriving there without any great difl&culty, Otter stood 
astonished, although he was not much given to the study of 
scenery. Below him lay the City of the Mist, with its 
shining belt of rivers that, fed from the inexhaustible 
mountain snows, meandered across the vast plains — now 
no longer hidden in mist — which they had trodden on 
their journey. Above his head the mighty peak towered 
thousands of feet into the air, till it ended in a summit 
shaped like a human finger pointing eternally to the 
heavens. Before him the scene was even stranger, made 
up as it was of snowy fields broken by ridges of black rock, 
and laid one beneath the other like white sails drying upon 
the slopes of a sand-hill. 

Gradually, as the eye travelled downwards, these snow- 
fields grew fewer and fewer, till at last they vanished 
altogether, and their place was taken, first by stretches of 
grass-land, and finally, at the foot of the mountain, by what 
seemed to be a rich and level country interspersed with 
clumps of bush and forest trees. 

The first of these patches of snow lay within five furlongs 
of where the dwarf stood, but several hundred feet below 
him. 

Between the neck of the pass and this snow stretched a 
mighty rift or chasm, with sides so sheer that no goat could 
have kept a footing on them. Yet this gulf was not with- 
out its bridge, for a rock wall rose from the bottom of the 
chasm, forming the bed of a glacier which spanned it from 
side to side. In some places the wall was comparatively 
level and in others it showed descents sharp as those of a 
waterfall. This remarkable bridge of ice — that varied 
from a hundred paces to a few yards in width — was bor- 
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dered on either side by the moat fearful precipices j wl 
just where its fall was sheerest aud its width narrowest, 
seemed to spring across a space of nothingness, like '' 
arch of a bridge thrown from bank to bank of a ri 
Indeed, at this point its line became so attenuated that 
the glittering sunlight, Otter was doubtful whether it 
not broken thraugh for a distance of some yards. 

Being of an inquiring roind, the dwarf decided to sati( 
himself upon the matter. All around him lay slabs of 
some of which were worn perfectly smooth and to the 
ness of a tombstone, by centuries of polishing in the irt 
jaws of glaciers. Selecting one of these of convenient size, 
Otter approached the edge of the bridge, pushing the stone 
before him over the frozen snow. Here the ice waa perfect^ 
except for a slight hoar-frost that covered it, for the actit ~ 
of the wind prevented the snow fi-om gathering on 1' 
bridge, and whenever the sun was strong enough to melt 
surface, it froze again at night, so that no slide upon 
parish pond could have been more slippery or free ft 
inequalities. 

Otter gave bis stone a push, and away it went, sometimt . 
swiftly and sometimes at a trifling speed, according to thi 
nature of the angle down which it passed, leaving a bright 
green ribbon upon the ice in its wake, whence it swept the 
hoar-frost as it sped. Once or twice he thought that it was 
going to stop, but it never did stop. At length it approachi 
the steepest and narrowest part of the descent, down whi 
the stone rushed with fearful velocity. 

' Kow I shall see whether the bridge is broken,' thougl 
Otter; and just then the rock, travelling like ati arrow, came 
to that portion of the glacier where, for a width difficult to 
estimate, it stretched unsupported over space, and measured 
only some few feet across. On it flew, then seemed to leaj 
into the air, and once more sped forward till it reached tl 
further slope of snow, up which it travelled for a distant 
and stopped, appearing, even to Otter's keen sight, no larj 
than a midge upon a table-cloth. 

'Now, if a man had been seated on that stone he mi| 
have passed this bridge in safety,' said Otter to himst 
'yet it is one that few would care to travel, unless si 
death were behind them,' 

Then he determined on a second trial, and seleetii 
another and somewhat lighter stone, he sent it upon 
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journey. It followed precisely the same course as its 
predecessor, but when it came to the knife-blade of the 
bridge it vanished. 

* I am sorry for that stone/ thought Otter, * for doubtless 
it, that has been whole for many years, is at this moment 
only little pieces.* 

A third time he repeated his experiment, choosing the 
heaviest rock that he could move. This messenger also 
leapt into the air at the narrowest portion of the bridge, 
then passed on in safety to the slope of snow beyond. 

* A strange place,' thought Otter ; * and I pray that it 
may never be my lot to ride one of those stone horses.' 

Then he turned down the mountain again, for the after- 
noon was advancing. When he reached the entrance to the 
river-bed sunset was at hand. For a while he sat watching 
the fading light and eating some more roots which he had 
gathered. Now he crawled into the passage and commenced 
his darksome journey towards the home of the dead Water 
Dweller, though what he was to do when he got there, he 
did not know. No accident befell him, and in due course 
he arrived safely in the den, his journey being much facili- 
tated by the staff he bore, which enabled him to feel his 
way like a blind man. 

Creeping to the edge of the pool he listened to its 
turmoil, for the shadows were gathering so fast that, with 
some ghostlike shapes of foam excepted, he could not even 
see the surface of the water. 

' If I go in there how can I get out again ? ' Otter thought 
sadly. * After all, perhaps I should have done better to 
return while it was still light, for then by the help of my 
staff and the rope, I might have made shift to climb the 
overhanging ledge of rock, but to try this now were mad- 
ness. I will go back and sit in the cave with the ghosts of 
the god and his dead till the morning comes again, though 
I do not crave their company.' 

So he retreated a few paces and sat in silence near the 
tail of the dead Crocodile. After a while loneliness took 
hold of him ; he tried to sleep and could not, for it seemed 
to Otter that he saw eyes staring at him from the depths of 
the cave, and heard dead men whispering to each other 
tales of their dreadful ends. Moment by moment his fears 
grew upon him, for Otter was very superstitious. Now he 
fancied that he could distinguish the head of the reptile 
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limned in fire aud restiog on the edge of the rock as he hatll 

• seen it that moruing. ■ 

' Doubtless,' he thought, ' this monster ia a devil and has! 

I come to life again to be revenged upon me. Wow, \ likedl 

I Mm better when he was in the flesh than now that he ha»B 

\ turned himself to fire.' Then to comfort himself he begaaS 

to talk aloud, saying : ■ 

' Otter, unlucky that you are, why did yon not die at onc^l 

instead of living on to be tormented by ghosts ? PerhapsJ 

your master, the Baas, whom alone you love, is dead already J 

and waits for you to come to serve him. You ai-e very J 

tired ; say now, Otter, would it not be well if you took that i 

rope which ia about your middle and hanged yourself ? J 

Thus you too would become a ghost and be able to do 1 

I battle with them iu their own fashion,' and he groaned ■ 

loudly. I 

Then of a sudden he grew fearful indeed, the short wool ■ 

I stood up upon his head, his teeth chattered, and, as he said I 

afterwards, his very nose seemed to grow cold with terror. I 

I For as he sat he heard, or seemed to hear, a voice speaking I 

to him from the air, and that voice his master's. J 

' Ott^, Otter' said the voice. J 

He made no answer, he was too frightened. I 

'Otter, is that you ? ' whispered the voice again. I 

Then he spoke. 'Yes, Baas, it is I. I know that yoal 

are dead and call me. Give me one minute till I can undol 

my rope, and I will kill myself and come to you.' 1 

'Thank you, Otter,' said theVoiee with a ghastly attempt | 

at a laugh, ' but if it is all the same, I would much rather i 

. that you came alive.' 

I ' Yea, Baas, and I too would rather stop alive, but being 

alive how can I join you who are dead? ' J 

'You fool, I am not dead,' said Leonard. J 

I ' Then, Baas, how is it that you speak out of the air ?J 

[ Come near to me that I may touch you and be comforted.' I 

' I cannot. Otter ; 1 am bound and in a prison above you. V 

.There is a hole in the floor, and if you have a rope, as ll 

' heard you say, perhaps you could climb np to me,' I 

I Now the dwarf began to understand. Rising, he stretched I 

I the long staff he had brought with him high above his I 

I head, and found to his delight that he could touch the roof 1 

> of. the cave. Presently the point of the staff ceased to 1 

I press upon the rock. I 
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* Is- the place here, Baas ? ' said Otter. 

* It is here, but you must throw the stick up like a spear 
through the hole, for I am tied, and cannot put out my 
hand to take it.' 

' Stay a while, Baas, first I must make the line fast to it.' 

* Good, but be swift, for I am in danger.' 

Hurriedly Otter undid the hide rope from about his 
middle, knotting it securely to the centre of the stick. 
Then some five feet below the stick he made a loop large 
enough for a man to place his foot in, and having ascertained 
the exact situation of the opening in the roof of the cave, 
he hurled the staff upwards and jerked at the line. 

*It is fixed,' whispered Leonard from above. *Now 
come up if you can.' 

The dwarf required no second invitation. Seizing the 
rope as high as he could reach above his head, he began to 
drag himself up hand over hand, no easy task, for the hide 
cord was thin, and cut his fingers and his right leg, round 
which he had twisted it to get a better purchase. Pres- 
ently, however, he succeeded in setting his foot in the loop 
he had prepared, when he found that his head and shoulders 
were in the hole, and that by reaching upwards he could 
grasp the staff which lay across it. The rest was easy, and 
within half a minute he lay gasping at his master's side. 

* Have you a knife. Otter ? ' 

* Yes, Baas, my small one, the big ones are down there ; 
I will tell you that story by-and-by.' 

* Never mind the story now, Otter. My hands are tied 
behind my back. Feel for the lashings and cut them, then 
give me the knife that I may free my legs.' 

Otter obeyed, and presently Leonard rose and stretched 
himself with a sigh of relief. 

' Where is the Shepherdess, Baas ? ' 

* There, in the next cell. They separated me from her, 
and since then I have been dangled by the legs over that 
hole bound and gagged, I think in order to persuade her to 
consent to something or other by the sight of my danger, 
for doubtless she was placed where she could see all. Then 
they left me, and I managed to spit out the gag, but I 
could not undo the cords. I expect that they will soon 
be back again.' 

* Then had we not better fly, Baas ? I have found a 
passage that leads to the mountains.' 
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'How can we fly and leave the Shepherdess, Otter? 
Since I have been held down the hole, only two men have 
visited me from time to time, for they think me helpless. 
Let us seize these men when they come in and take their 
knives, for we are unarmed. Then we can think ; also we 
shall have their keys.' 

* Yes, Baas, we may do that. You take the staff; it is 
stout.' 

* And what will you use ? ' asked Leonard. 

* Fear not, Baas. Do these men bear lights ? ' 
' Yes.' 

* Then in two minutes I will make me a weapon.' 

And, untying the hide rope from the stick, he began to 
fumble at it busily. 

'Now, I am ready. Baas,' he said presently. 'Where 
shall we stand ? ' 

' Here,' answered Leonard, leading him to the door. ' We 
will crouch in the shadow, one on either side of this door, 
and when the priests have entered and closed it, and begin 
to look round for me, then we can spring upon them. Only, 
Otter, there must be no bungling and no noise.' 

' I think that there will be none. Baas ; they will be too 
frightened to cry out at first, and after that they will 
become dumb.' 

'Otter,' whispered Leonard, as they stood in the dark, 
' did you kill the Water Dweller ? ' 

' Yes, yes. Baas,' he chuckled in answer. ' I caught him 
with the hook that I made ready. But he did not die 
easily. Baas, and if I had not been able to swim well he 
would have drowned me.' 

' I heard something of it from ITam,' said Leonard. ' You 
are a wonderful fellow. Otter.' 

' Oh, Baas ! it was no valour of mine ; when I saw his 
eyes I was horribly afraid, only I thought how gladly you 
would have attacked him had you been there, and what a 
coward you would hold me, could you have seen me shiver- 
ing like a little girl before a big lizard, and these thoughts 
gave me courage.' 

' Oh, that is all very well ! ' replied Leonard, and sud- 
denly added, ' Hush ! be ready ! ' 

As he spoke the door opened, and two great priests came 
through it, one of them bearing a candle. He who bore the 
light turned to shut the door, for he suspected nothing. 
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Then, at one and the same instant, Leonard, emerging from 
the shadow, dealt the first priest a blow upon the head with 
his staif, which stunned, if it did not kill him, for he fell 
like an ox beneath the pole-axe, while Otter, standing where • 
he was, dexterously cast his hide rope about the throat of 
the second man, and drew the noose tight with a jerk that 
brought him to the earth. 

In twenty seconds it was all over. The men, who were 
the same that had held Leonard suspended in the oubliette, 
lay senseless or dead, and the dwarf and his master were 
engaged in possessing themselves of their knives and keys 
by the light of the candle, which, though it had fallen to 
the ground, fortunately remained burning. 

' That was well done. Otter,' said Leonard, * and I am 
not ashamed to have done it, for these devils kicked me 
when I was bound. Now we are armed, and have the keys. 
What next ? ' 

Just then Otter sprang to his feet, crying, 'Look out, 
Baas, here are more.' 

Leonard glanced up to see, and behold ! the second door 
in the cell was opened, and through it came Juanna, Olfan, 
Nam, Soa, and three other men. 

Por a moment there was silence ; till one of the captains 
cried out, * See ! Jal the god has come back, and already 
he claims his victims ! ' And he pointed to the two priests. 

Then followed a scene of confusion, for even Olfan and 
Nam were amazed at what seemed to them little short of a 
miracle, while Leonard and Juanna had eyes for each other 
only, and the three captains stared at Otter like men who 
think they see a ghost. 

But one person in that company kept her head, and that 
person was Soa. The captain who guarded her had loosed 
his hold ; silently she slunk back into the shadows, and un- 
seen of any, vanished through the doorway by which she 
had been led in. A minute passed, and Otter, thinking 
that he heard a noise without that door of the cell whereby 
the two priests had entered, which had been left ajar, went 
to it and tried to open it. Just then, also, Olfan missed 
Soa. 

* Where is the woman. Nam's daughter ? ' he cried. 

*It seems that she has escaped and shut us in, King,' 
answered Otter, calmly. 

Followed by the others, Olfan sprang first to the door of 
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the cell where they were, and then through the connecting 1 

passage to that of Juanna'a prison. It was true^ both were I 

closed, 

. ' It matters nothing, here are the keys,' said Leonard. 

' They will not avail us, Deliverer,' answered Olfan, ' for h 
these doors are made fast without by bars of stone thicker ] 
than my arm. Now this woman has gone to rouse the col- J 
lege of the priests, who will presently come to kill U3 I 
like caged rata.' I 

'Quick!' said Leonard, 'waste no time, we must break \ 
down the doors.' 

' Yes, Deliverer,' said Nam mockingly ; ' batter them in 1 
with your fists, cut through the stone-work with your I 
spears; surely they are as nothing to your strength!' 



CHAPTER XXXVII 



Theib position was terrible. Soa had escaped, and Soa I 
knew everything. Moreover, she was mad with hatred and 
longing for revenge on Leonard, Otter, and in a less degree 
on Olfan the kiug. Had they succeeded in revealing them- 
selves to the people, all might have gone well, for Otter 
and Juaima would certainly have been accepted as true 
gods, who had passed and repassed the gates of death 
scathless. But now the affair was different. Soa would 
tell the truth to the priests, who, even if they were inclined 
to desert her father in his extremity, moat strike for their 
own sakes and for that of their order, which was the most j 
powerful among the People of the Mist, and had no desire I 
to be placed under the yoke of secular authority. f 

It was clear to aU of them that if they could not escape, ^ 
they must fall very shortly into the hands of the priests, 
who, knowing everything, would not dare to allow them ' 
to appeal to the army, or to the superstitions of the out- I 
side public. The only good card they held was the posses- j 
sion of the person of Nam, tliough it remained to be seen \ 
how far this woald help them. 
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To begin with, there are always some ready to step 
into the shoes of a high priest, also Nam had blundered 
so extensively io the matter of the false gods, that the 
greater part of the fraternity, whom he had involved in his 
mistakes, would not sorrow to see the last of him. 

These facts, which were perfectly well known to Olfan 
and guessed at by his companions, snarpeDed theic sense of 
the danger in which they had been placed by Soa'a resource 
aud cunning. Indeed, Uieir escape was a matter of life and 
death to them and to many hundreds of their adherents. 
If once they could reach the temple aad proclaim the re- 
ariaen gods to the people, all would go well, for the army 
would sufBce to keep the priests from using violence. But 
if they failed in this, their death-warrant was already signed, 
for none of them would ever he heard of again. 

No wonder, then, that thej hurled themselves despair- 
ingly upon the stubborn doors. For an hour and more they 
laboured, but all in vain. The massive timbers of hard 
wood, six inches or more in thickness, could scarcely be 
touched by their knives and speai's, nor might their united 
strength serve even to stir the stone bolts and bars, that 
held them fast, and they had nothing that could be used 
as a batteriug-ram. 

' It is useless,' said Leonard at last, throwing down his 
knife in despair; 'this wood is like iron, it would take 
us a week to cut through it.' 

' Why not try fire. Baas ? ' suggested Otter. 

Accordingly they attempted to burn down the doors, with 
the result that they nearly stifled themselves in the smoke 
and made but little impression upon the wood-work. 

At length they gave up the experiment — it was a failure 
— and sat looking blankly at each other as they listened to 
certain sounds which reached them from the passages with- 
out, telling them that their enemies were gathering there. 

'Has anyone a suggestion to make?' said Leonard at 
last. ' If not, I think that this game is about played.' 

' Baas,' answered Otter, ' I have a word to say. We can 
all go down through that hole by which I came up to you. 
The Water Dweller is dead, I slew him with my own hand, 
so there is nothing to fear from him. Beneath the bole runs 
a tunnel, and that tunnel leads to the slope of the mountain 
above. At the top of this slope is an ioe-bridge by which 
men may reach a fair country if they have a mind to.' 
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'Then for heaven's sake let us cross it,' put in Juanna. 

' I have seen that bridge,' said Olfan, while the eaptaina I 
stared wonderingly at the man whose might had prevailed 1 
against the ancient Snake, ' but never yet have I heard o( I 
the traveller who dared to aet hia foot upon it.' 

' It is dangerous, but it can be crossed,' replied Otter ; ' at l 
the least, it is better to try it than to stay here to be ■ 
murdered by the medicine-men.' 

'I think that we will go, Leonard,' said Juanna; 'if I 
am to die I wish to do so in the open air. Only what ia 
to become of Nam % And perhaps Olfan and the captains 
would prefer to- stop here ? ' 

'Nam will go with us wherever we go,' answered Leonard 
grimly ; ' we have a long score to settle with that gen- 
tleman. As for Olfan and the captains, they must please 



' What will you do, Olfan ? ' asked Juanna, speaking to i 
him for the first time since the scene in the other prison. 

'It seems. Queen,' he answered, with downcast eyeaJ 
' that I have sworn to defend you to the last, and this I will 
do the more readily because now my life is of little vaJueJ 
As for my brethren here, I think, like you, that they will | 
choose to die in the open, rather than wait to be murdered 
by the priests.' 

The three captains nodded an assent to bis words. Then 
they all set to work. 

First they took food and drink, of which there was an 
ample supply in the other cell, and hurriedly swallowing 
some of it, disposed the rest about their persona as best 
they could, for they foresaw that even if they succeeded in 
escaping, it was likely that they would go hungry for many ' 
days. Then Leonard wrapped Juanna in a goatskin clo^ ■ 
which betook from one of the fallen priests, placing thea^ 
second cloak over hia own shoulders, for he knew that 19 
would be bitterly cold on the mountains. Lastly, therf 
tied Nam's arms behind bim and deprived him of his knifej 
so that the old man might work none of them a suddenj 
injury in his rage, j 

All being prepared, Otter made his rope fast to the sta^ 
and descended rapidly to the cave below. As hia feetV 
touched the ground, the priests began to batter upon the ' 
doors of the cell with beams of wood, or some such heavy 
instruments. 



*/ AM BEPAW, QUEEN' 313 

* Quick, Juanna!' said Leonard, 'sit in this noose and 
hold the line^ we will let you down. Hurry, those doors 
cannot stand for long.' 

Another minute and she was beside Otter, who stood 
beneath, a candle in his hand. Then Leonard came down. 

* By the way, Otter/ he said, ' have you seen anything of 
the jewels that are supposed to be here ? ' 

^ There is a bag yonder by the Water Dweller's bed, 
Baas,' answered the dwarf carelessly, * but I did not trouble 
to look into it. What is the use of the red stones to us 
now ? ' 

'None, but they may be of use afterwards, if we get 
away.' 

'Yes, Baas, t/*we get away,' answered Otter, bethinking 
himself of the ice-bridge. ' Well, we can pick it up as we 
go along.' 

Just then Nam arrived, having been let down by Olfan 
and the captains, and stood glaring round him, not without 
awe, for neither he nor any of his brethren had ever dared 
to visit the sacred home of the Snake-god. Then the 
captains descended, and last of all came Olfan. 

' We have little time to spare. Deliverer,' said the king ; 
' the door is falling,' and as he spoke they heard a great 
crash above. Otter jerked furiously at the rope, till by 
good luck one end of the stake slid over the edge of the 
hole and it fell among them. 

'No need to leave this line for them to follow by,' he 
said, 'besides it may be useful.' At that moment some- 
thing appeared looking through the hole. It was the head 
of one of the pursuing priests. Nam saw it and took his 
opportunity. 

' The false gods escape by the tunnel to the mountains,' 
he screamed, ' and with them the false king. Follow and 
fear not, the Water Dweller is dead. Think not of me, 
Nam, but slay them.' 

With an exclamation Otter struck him heavily across the 
mouth, knocking him backwards, but the mischief was 
done, for a voice cried in answer : 

' We hear you, father, and will find ropes and follow.' 

Then they started. One moment they paused to look at 
the huge bulk of the dead crocodile. 

' This dwarf is a god in truth,' cried one of the captains, 
* for no man could have wrought such a deed,' 
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' Forward,' said Iiennard, ' we have no time to lose.' 

Now they were by the crocodile's bed and among ths-l 
broken bones of his victims. 

'The bag, Otter, where ia the bag? ' asked Leonard. 

' Here, Baas,' answered the dwarf, dragging it from the 
mouldering skeleton of the unlucky priest who, having 
offended the new-found god, had been let down through r 
the hole to lay it in its hiding-place and to perish in the 
jaws of the Water Dweller. 

Leonard took the bag, and opening its mouth, which was 
drawn tight with a running strip of hide, he peeped into it i 
while Otter held down the candle that he might see. From 
its depths came a glimmer of red and blue light that glowed 
like the heart of some dull fire. 

' It ia the ti-easure,' he said, in a low tone of exultation, \ 
'At last the luck has turned.' 

' How much does it weigh ? ' said Juauna, as they sped | 
onwards. 

' Some seven or eight pounds, I should say,' he answe 
still exultantly. ' Seven or eight solid pounds of gems, the , 
finest in the world.' 

'Then give it to me,' she said, 'I have nothing else ti 
carry. You may have to use both your hands presently,' 

'True,' he answered, and passed the string of the bag 
over her head. I 

Now they went on up the smooth sloping bed of the J 
stream, suffering little inconvenience, except from the cold J 
of the water that flowed about their ankles. 

' The stream has risen a little, Baas, since I passed it \ 
this morning,' said Otter. ' Doubtless this day's sun 
melted some snow at its source. To-morrow we might not , 
have been able to travel this road.' 

' Very likely,' answered Leonard. 'I told you that our 
luck had turned at last.' 

Twenty minutes more and they reached the mouth of 
the tunnel, and passing between the blocks of ice, found 
themselves upon the mountain side. But, as it chanced, 
the face of the moon was hidden by clouds, which is often 
the case in this country at the beginning of the spring 
season, for whereas in winter the days are almost inva- 
riably misty and the nights clear, in spring and summer 
these atmospheric conditions are frequently reversed. So 
dork was it indeed, that it proved impossible to attempt^ 
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the ascent of the mountain until the dav broke, since to do 
so would be to run the risk of losing themselves, and very 
possibly of breaking their necks among its numerous clefts 
and precipices. • 

After a minute's hasty discussion they set to work to fill 
up the mouth of the tunnel, or rather the cracks between 
the blocks of ice that already encumbered it, with such 
material as lay to hand, namely lumps of frozen snow, 
gravel, and a few large stones which they were fortunate 
enough to find in the immediate vicinity, for the darkness 
rendered it impossible to search for these at a distance. 
While they were thus engaged they heard the voices of 
priests speaking on the further side of their somewhat 
inefficient barrier, and worked harder than ever, thinking 
that the moment of attack had come. 

To their astonishment, however, the sound of talking 
died away. 

* Now where have they gone ? * said Leonard — * to climb 
the cliff by another path and cut us off ? ' 

* I think not. Deliverer,' answered Olfan, * for I know of 
no such path. I think that they have gone to bring heavy 
beams by means of which they will batter down the ice 
wall.' 

* Still there is such a path. King,' said one of the cap- 
tains, ^for I myself have often climbed it when I was 
young, searching for snow-flowers to bring to her whom I 
courted in those days.' 

* Can you find it now, friend ? ' asked Olfan eagerly. 

' I do not forget a road that I have trod,' said the captain, 
* but it is one not easy to follow.' 

' See now. Shepherdess,' said Olfan after thinking a while, 
'shall we take this man for a guide and return down the 
clifP to the city, for there, unless fate is against us, we may 
find friends among the soldiers and fight out this battle 
with the priests.' 

* No, no,' answered Juanna almost passionately, * I would 
rather die than go back to that dreadful place to be mur- 
dered at last. Do you go if you will, Olfan, and leave us 
to take our chance.' 

' That I cannot do. Queen, for I am sworn to a certain 
service,' he said proudly. 'But hearken, my friend; follow 
this path of which you speak, if you can do so in the dark- 
ness, and find help. Then return swiftly to this spot 
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where I and your two comrades will hold the priests 
bay. Perchance you will not tmd ua living, but this ] 
charge you, if we are dead give it out that the gods havf 
left the land because they were so evilly dealt with, and 1 
rouse up the people to fall upon the priests and make an I 
end of them opce and for ever, for thus only shall they win 1 
peace and safety.' I 

Making no reply, the man shook Olfan and the other two J 
captains by the hand, saluted Juanna, and vanished into 1 
the darkness. Then they all sat down in front of the mouth -I 
of the tunnel to wait and watch, and very glad were they of I 
the goatskin cloaks which had belonged to the priests, for I 
as the night drew towards the dawn, the eold became ao I 
bitter that they could scarcely bear it, but were obliged to rise -i 
and stamp to and fro to keep their wet feet from freezing. 

'Leonard,' said Juanna, 'you do not know what passed J 
after Nam trapped youj' and she f 

When she had finislisd he rose and taking Olfan by the ] 
hand, saidr 'King, I thank you. May fortune deal as well j 
with you, as you have dealt by me and mine.' 

'Say no more, Deliverer,' answered Olfan hastily; T J 
have but done my duty and fulfilled my oath, though a 
times the path of duty is hard for a man to follow.' And.] 
he looked towards Juanna and sighe(" 

Leonard sat down and was silent, but many a time botliJ 
then and in after-days did he wonder at the nobleness oEJ 
mind of this savage king, which enabled him, u 
stances ao cruel, to eonijuer his own passion and show him-^ 
self willing to lay down life and throne together, that he^ 
might carry out hia vow to protect the woman ■ 
brought him so much pain and now left him for ever witli | 
his successful rival. 

At length, looking at the mountain peak above themj.B 
they saw its snows begin to blush red with the coming of J 
the dawn, and just then also they heard many voices taUt* j 
ing within the tunnel, and caught glimpses of lights f! 
ing through Jhe openings in their rude fortificationa. Thft'l 
priests, who no doubt had been delayed by the procuring of J 
the timbers which were to serve as battering-raraa, and the u 
labour necessary to drag them' up the steep incline of th».1 
tunnel, had returned, and in force. A few more minute^ J 
and a succession of dull thuds on the further aide of tha T 
ice wall told the little band of defenders that their enemie 
jre;re at ■woifc , 
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^ The light grows quickly, Deliverer/ said Olfan quietly, 
< I think that now you may begin to ascend the mountain 
and take no harm.' 

* What shall we do with this man ? ' asked Leonard 
pointing to Nam. 

* Kill him,' said Otter. 

* No, not yet a while,' answered Olfan, ' Take this,' and 
he handed Leonard the spear of the third captain, who had 
left it when he started down the mountain, fearing that it 
might encumber him, * and drive him along with you at its 
point. Should we be overpowered you may buy your lives 
as the price of his. But should we hold them back and 
you escape, then do with him what you will.' 

* I know well what I would do,' muttered Otter glower- 
ing at the priest. 

*And now, farewell,' went on Olfan in the same calm 
voice. ^ Bring more ice, comrades, or stone if you can see 
any, the wall cracks.' 

Leonard and Otter wrung the king's hand in silence, but 
Juanna could not leave him thus, for her heart was melted 
at the thought of all his goodness. 

' Forgive me,' she murmured, ^ that I have brought you 
grief, and as I fear, death to follow grief.' 

* The grief you could not help. Queen, and be sure I shall 
welcome death if he should choose me. Go now, and hap- 
piness go with you. May you escape in safety with the 
bright pebbles which you desire. May you and your hus- 
band, the Deliverer, be blessed for many years in each 
other's love, and when you grow old together, from time to 
time think kindly of that wild man who worshipped you 
while you were young and laid down his life to save you.' 

Juanna listened and tears sprang to her eyes, then of a 
sudden she seized the great man's hand and kissed it. 

* I am repaid, Queen,' he said, * and perchance your hus- 
band will not be jealous. Now go, and swiftly.* 

As he spoke a small portion of the wall fell outwards 
and the fierce face of a priest appeared at the opening. 
With a shout Olfan lifted his broad spear and thrust. The 
priest fell backwards, and just then the captains arrived 
with stones and stopped the hole. 

Then the three turned and fled up the mountain side, 
Otter driving Nam before him with blows and curses, till 
at length the old man fell and lay on his face groaning. 
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Nor could the dwarfs blows, which were not of the softest, 
force him to rise, 
'Get up, you treacherous dog,' said Leouai-d, threaten- 
ing him with the spear, 

' Theu you must loose my arms, Deliverer,' answered the 
priest ; ' 1 am very weak and I cannot travel up this mouii- 

■ taiu with my hands bound hehiod me. Surely you have 
nothing to fear from one aged and unarmed man.' 
' Not much at present, I suppose,' muttered Leonard, 
'though we have had enough to fear from you in the past,' 
And taking his knife he cut loose the lashings. 

While he did so, Juanna turned and looked behind her. 

Far below them she could see the forms of Olfan and his 

companions standing shoulder to shoulder, and even catch 

^^K the gleams of light reflected from their spears, for now tha 

^^■fiun was rising. Beneath them again she saw the grass- 

^^B grown roofs of that earthly hell, the City of the People of 

^^1 the Mist, and the endless plain beyond through which the 

river wandered like a silver serpent. There also was the 

further portion of the huge waU of the temple built by 

unknown hands in long forgotten years, and rising above 

the edge of that gap in the cliff through which she waa 

looking, appeared a black mass which she knew to be the 

head and shoulders of the hideous colossus, on whose dizzy 

brow she had sat in that strange hour when the shouting 

thousands thundered a welcome to her as their goddess, and 

whence her most beloved friend, Francisco, had been hurled 

to his cruel death. 

■ ' Oh, what I have suffered in that place ! ' she thought to 

^^1 herself. 'How have I lived through it, I wonder? And 

^^Hyet I have won something,' and she glanced at Leonard 

^^Vwho waa driving Nam towards her, 'and if only we survive 

^H^ and I am the means of enabling him to fulfil his vow and 

buy back his home with these jewels, I shall not regret 

all that I have endured to win them. Yes, even when ho ia 

no longer so very much in love, he must always be grate- 

■ ful to me, for few women will have done as much for their 
Jiusbands.' 
Then Nam staggered past her hissing curses, while the 
untiring Otter rained blows upon his back, and losing 
sight of Olfan and his companions they went on in safety, 
till they reached the neck and saw the ice-bridge glittering 
before them and the wide fields of snow beyond. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 

a 

THE TRIUMPH OF NAM 

* Which way are we to go now ? ' said Juanna, ^ must we 
climb down this great gulf ? ' 

*No, Shepherdess/ answered Otter; ^see, before you is 
a bridge/ and he pointed to the band of ice and rock which 
traversed the wide ravine. 

<A bridge?' gasped Juanna, ^why, it is slippery as a 
slide and steep as the side of a house. A fly could not keep 
its footing on it.' 

*Look here, Otter/ put in Leonard, 'either you are jok- 
ing or you are mad. How can we cross that place ? We 
should be dashed to pieces before we had gone ten yards.' 

' Thus, Baas : we must sit each of us on one of the flat 
stones that lie round here, then the stone will take us 
across of itself. I know, for I have tried it.' 

' Do you mean to tell me that you have been over there 
on a rock ? ' 

*No, Baas, but I have sent three stones over. Two 
crossed safely, I watched them go the whole way, and one 
vanished in the middle. I think that there is a hole there, 
but we must risk that. If the stone is heavy enough it 
will jump it ; if not, then we shall go down the hole and be 
no more troubled.' 

' Great Heavens ! ' said Leonard, wiping his forehead 
with the back of his hand, 'this is practical tobogganing 
with a vengeance. Is there no other way ? ' 

* I can see none. Baas, except for the birds, and I think 
that we had better stop talking and make ready, for the 
priests are still behind us. If you will watch on the neck 
here so that we are not surprised, I will seek stones to 
carry us.' 

* How about this man ? ' said Leonard, pointing to Nam, 
who lay face downwards on the snow, apparently in a dead 
faint. 

* Oh ; we must keep him a while. Baas, he may be useful 
if those priests come. If not I will talk with him before 
we start. He is asleep and cannot run away.' 
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Then Leonard went to the top of the neck, which i 
distant some twenty yards, and Otter began to search i 
stones suitable to his purpose. 

As for Juanna, she turned her back to the ice-bridge, at 
which she scarcely dared to look, and sat herself upon a 
rock. In doing so the jewels in the bag struck against her 
knee and jingled, and the thought came into her mind that 
she would ejcamine them while she waited, partly because 
she desired to distract her thoughts from the vision of this 
new and terrible ordeal which lay before her, and partly to 
gratify a not unnatural curiosity. I 

Opening the mouth of the bag, she thrust her fingers iutd 
it, and one by one drew out the biggest gems which wer 
jumbled together there, placing thsm on the rock besid 
her. In less than a minute she was feasting her eyes up 
such a collection of priceless jewels as had never befoi^ 
gladdened the sight of any white woman, even 
wildest dreams ; indeed, till now Juanna had not thouglq 
it possible that stones so splendid could exist on the hithM 
side of the walls of Heaven. 

First there were great sapphires roughly squared, ; 
two enormous round star rubies; these had formed tlij 
eyes of the colossus, which were removed on the morrow 
their arrival, the star rubies representing the blood-n 
pupils. Then there was a heart-shaped ruby of perfedS 
colour and without flaw, almost as large as a jackdaw's egg, 
which on the days of sacrifice had adorned the breasts of 
the chief priests of the People of the Mist for many gene- 
rations. Next came the greatest wonders of this treasure^ 
two marvellons stones, one a sapphire and one a ruby, fashi" 
ioned respectively into models of the statue of the Dwajf 
and of the hideous shape of the Water Dweller, Thai 
there were others — dozens of them — some rudely cut aafl 
polished, and some as they came from the earth, but evej^ 
one of them singled out for its remarkable size and dan 
lessness, or its perfect fire and beauty, 1 

Juanna arranged them in rows and stared at them wiM 
ecstasy — where is the woman who would not have doq 
so ? — till in contemplating them she even forgot the pre 
ent terrors of her position — forgot everything except tl 
gorgeous loveliness and infinite value of the wealth of gems 
which she had been the means of winning for Leonard. 

Among other things that passed from her mind at this 
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moment was the presence of Nam, who, overcome by rage 
and exhaustion, lay in a seeming faint upon the snow 
within twelve paces of her. She never saw him lift his 
head and look at her with an expression as cold and cruel 
as that which Otter had seen in the eyes of the Water 
Dweller, when he lifted his head from its bed of rock. She 
never saw him roll slowly over and over across the snow 
towards her, pausing a little while between each turn of liis 
body, for now she was occupied in replacing the jewels one 
by one into their bag of leather. 

At last all were in, and with a sigh — for it was sad to 
lose sight of objects so beautiful — Juanna drew the mouth 
of the bag tight and prepared to place it round her neck. 

At this moment it was that a hand, withered and lean 
with age, passed beneath her eyes, and, swiftly as the 
snatch of an eagle's talon, seized the bag and rent it from 
her grasp. She sprang up with a cry of dismay, and well 
might she be dismayed, for there, running from her with 
incredible speed, was Nam, the jewels in his hand. 

Otter and Leonard heard her cry, and thinking that the 
priest was escaping, sped to cut him off. But he had no 
idea of escape, at least not of such escape as they expected. 
Some forty yards from where Juanna had been sitting, a 
little promontory of rock jutted out over the unclimbable 
gulf below them, and towards this spot Nam directed his 
steps. Running along the ridge he halted at its end : in- 
deed he must do so, unless he would fall a thousand feet or 
more to the bottom of the ravine beneath. Then he turned 
and faced his pursuers, who by now had reached the edge 
of the cliff. 

^Come one step nearer,' he cried, ^and I let this bag fall 
whence you never shall recover it, for no foot can tread 
these walls of rock, and there is water at the bottom of the 
gulf.' 

Leonard and Otter stopped, trembling for the fate of the 
jewels. 

' Listen, Deliverer,' cried Nam ; ' you came to this land 
to seek these trinkets, is it not so ? And now you have 
found them and would be gone with them ? But before you 
go you wish to kill me for vengeance' sake, because I have 
shown you to be cheats, and have sought to offer you up to 
those gods whom you have blasphemed. But the red stones 
you desire are in my hands, and if I unclasp my fingers they 
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will be lost to you and all the world for ever. Say now, if 
I bring them back to you in safety, will you swear to give 
me my life and suffer me to go my ways in peace ? ' 

^ Yes, we will swear it,' answered Leonard, who could not 
conceal the anguish of his anxiety. ' Come back, Nam, and 
you shall depart unharmed ; but if you let the stones fall, 
then you shall follow them/ 

^ You swear it,' said the priest contemptuously : ' you are 
come to this, that you will sacrifice your revenge to satisfy 
your greed, O White Man with a noble heart ! Now I will 
outdo you, for I, who am not noble, will sacrifice my life to 
disappoint you of your desires. What! shall the ancient 
holy treasure of the People of the Mist be stolen by two 
white thieves and their black hound ? Never ! I would 
have killed you all had time been granted to me, but in that 
I failed, and I am glad that I have failed, for now I will 
deal you a bitterer blow than any death. May the curse 
of Jal and Aca cleave to you, you dogs without a kennel ! 
May you live outcasts and die in the dirt, and may your 
fathers and your mothers and your children spit upon your 
bones as I do ! Farewell ! ' 

And shaking his disengaged hand at them he spat towards 
them : then with a sudden motion Nam hurled himself 
backwards off the point of rock and vanished into space, 
bearing the treasure with him. 

For a while the three stood aghast and stared at each 
other and the point of rock which had been occupied by the 
venerable form of the late high priest; then Juanna sank 
upon the snow sobbing. 

* It is my fault,' she wailed, ' all my fault. Just now I 
was boasting to myself that I had won wealth for you, and 
I have lost everything. And we have suffered for nothing 
and, Leonard, you are a beggar. Oh ! it is too much — too 
much ! ' 

^Go out there. Otter,' said Leonard in a hoarse voice, 
pointing to the place whence Nam had hurled himself, ' and 
see whether there is any chance of our being able to climb 
down into the gulf.' 

The dwarf obeyed and presently returned shaking his 
head. 

* It is impossible, Baas,' he said, * the walls of rock are 
sheer as though they had been cut with a knife ; moreover 
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there is water at the bottom of them^ as the old wizard said, 
for I can hear the sound of it. Oh ! Baas, Baas, why did 
you not kill him at first, or let me kill him afterwards ? 
Surely I told you that he would bring evil on us.' Well, 
they are gone and we can never find them again, so let us 
save our lives if we may, for after all these are more to us 
than the bright stones. Come now and help me. Baas, for I 
have found two flat rocks that will serve our turn, a big one 
for you and the Shepherdess, since doubtless she will fear 
to make this journey alone, and a smaller one for myself.' 

Leonard followed him without a word ; he was too heart- 
broken to speak, while Juanna rose and returned to the spot 
where Nam had robbed her. Looking up presently, her 
eyes still blurred with tears, she saw Leonard and the 
dwarf laboriously pushing two heavy stones across the 
snow towards her. 

* Come, do not cry, Juanna,' said Leonard, ceasing from 
his labours and laying his hand kindly upon her shoulder, 
' they are gone and there is an end of it. Now we must 
think of other things/ 

< Oh ! ' she answered, * if only you had seen them, you 
would never stop crying all your life.' 

* Then I daresay that the fit will be a short one,' re- 
plied Leonard grimly, glancing at the awful bridge which 
stretched between them and safety. 

* Listen, Juanna, you and I must lie upon this stone, and 
it will — so says Otter — carry us across to the other side 
of the ravine.' 

* I cannot, I cannot,' she gasped, ^ I shall faint and fall 
off. I am sure that I shall.' 

' But you must, Juanna,' answered Leonard. ' At least 
you must choose between this and returning to the City of 
the Mist.' 

* I will come,' she said. *I know that I shall be killed, 
but it is better than going back to those horrible priests ; and 
besides it does not matter now that I have lost the jewels.' 

^ Jewels are not everything, Juanna.' 

' Listen, Shepherdess,' put in Otter, ' the thing is easy, 
though it looks difficult. All that you have to do is to shut 
your eyes and lie still, then the stone will carry you over. 
I am not afraid. I will go first to show you the way, and 
where a black dwarf can pass, there you white people who 
are so much braver can follow. But before I start, I will 
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tie you and tlie Deliverer together with my cord, for 
you will feel safer.' 

Then Otter dragged both stonea to the very verge of tl 
incline, and having passed the rope about the waists i 
Juanna and Leonard, he prepared himself for the joumei 

'NoWj Ueliverer,' he said, 'when I am safe across, a 
that you must do is to lie flat upon the stone, both of yoi 
and to push a little with the spear. Then before you kno' 
it, you will be by my side.' 

' All right,' said Leonard doubtfully. ' Well, i suppoi 
that you had better start; waiting won't make the mattei 
any easier.' 

' Yea, Baas, I will go eow. Ak ! little did I think that 
should ever be forced to take such a ride as this. Well, it 
will be something to make songs about afterwards.' 

And Otter laid himself face downwards on the stone with 
a little laugh, though Leonard noticed that, however bravB 
his spirit might be, he could not prevent his flesh from 
revealing its natural weakness, for it quivered pitifully. 

' Ifow, Baas,' he said, gripping the edges of the stone 
with his large hands, ' when I give the word do you push 
gently, and then you will see how a black biid can fly. 
Put your head lower. Baas.' 

Leonard obeyed and the dwarf whispered in his ear : 

' I only want to say, Baas, in case we should not meet 
again, for accidents will happen even on the safest roads, 
that I am sorry that I made such a pig of myself yonder; 
it was so dull down there in that hole of a palace, and tt 
fog made me see all things wrong. Moreover, drink and 
wife have corrupted many a better man. Don't answer,' 
Baas, but start me, for I am growing afraid.' 

Placing his hand at the back of the stone, Leonard ga" 
it a slight push. It began to move, very slowly at first, 
then more fast and faster yet, till It was rushing over the 
smooth ice pathway with a whirring sound like that pro- 
duced by the flight of a bird. Presently it had reached the 
bottom of the first long slope and was climbing the gentle 
rise opposite, but so slowly that for a while Leonard thought 
that it was going to stop. It crossed its brow however and 
vanished for a few seconds into a dip where the watchers 
could not see it, then it appeared again at the head of the^ 
second and longest slope, of which the angle was veiy atee] 
Down this the stone rushed like an arrow from a bow, ' ' 
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it reached the narrow waist of the bridge, whereof the gen- 
eral conformation bore some resemblance to that of a dead 
wasp lying on its back. Indeed, from where Leonard and 
Juanna stood, the span of ice at this point seemed to be no 
thicker than a silver thread, while Otter and the stone 
might have been a fly upon the thread. Now of a sudden 
Leonard distinctly saw the rock sledge and its living burden, 
which just then was travelling its swiftest, move upwards 
as though it had leapt into the air, and then continue its 
course along the rising plane which represented the throat 
of the wasp, till at length it stopped. 

Leonard looked at his watch ; the time occupied by the 
transit was just fifty seconds, and the distance could not 
have been much less than half a mile. 

* See,' he cried to Juanna, who all this while had sat with 
her hand before her eyes to shut out the vision of the 
dwarf 's dreadful progress, * he has crossed safely ! ' and he 
pointed to a figure that appeared to be dancing with glee 
upon the breast of the snow slope. 

As he spoke a faint sound reached their ears, for in those 
immense silences sound can travel far. It was Otter shout- 
ing, and his words seemed to be, ' Come on. Baas, it is easy.' 

* I am glad he is safe,' said Juanna faintly, ' but now we 
must follow him. Take my handkerchief, Leonard, and tie 
It over my eyes, please, for I cannot bear to look. The idol's 
head wg,s nothing to this.' 

Leonard obeyed her, bidding her not to be afraid. 

* Oh ! but I am terribly afraid,' she said. * I never was 
so much frightened in all my life, and I — I have lost the 
jewels ! Leonard, do forgive me for behaving so badly to 
you. I know that I have behaved badly In many ways, 
though I have been too proud to admit it before. But 
now, when I am going to die, I want to beg your pardon. 
I hope you will think kindly of me, Leonard, when I am 
dead, for I do love you with all my heart, indeed I do.' 
And tears began to roll down beneath the bandage. 

* Dearest,' he answered, kissing her tenderly, ' as we are 
tied together, it seems that if you die I must die too. Do 
not break down now after you have borne so much.' 

*It is the jewels,' she sobbed, 'the jewels; I feel as 
though I had committed a murder.' 

*0h! bother the jewels,' said Leonard. *We can think 
about them afterwards.' And he advanced towards the flat 
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I stone, Jiianna feeling the while as though they wece two of 

I Carrier's victims about to know the Marriage of the Loire. 

I As they came to the stone Leonard heard a sound behind ' 

I him, a sound of footsteps muffled by the snow, and glancing 

I round he saw i^oa rushing towards them, almost naked, a , 

ft spear-wound in her side, and the light of madness shining 

^^^H in hei eyes. 

^^^H ' Get back,' he said sternly, ' or ' and he lifted the 

^^^H great spear. 

^^^H ' Oh ! Shepherdess,' she wailed, ' take me with you, Shep- 1 

^^^H 'herdess, for I cannot live without you,' 

^^^H ' Tell her to go away,' said Juanna, recognising the voice, 

^^^H ' I never want to see her any more.' 

^^^r ' Vou hear, Soa,' answered Leonard. ' Stay, how has it I 
gone yonder ? Speak truly.' 

' I know not, Deliverer ; wbeu I left, Olfan and his brother 
still held the mouth of the tnnne! and were unhurt, but the 
captain was dead. I slipped pEL^t them and got this as I 
went,' and she pointed to the gash in her side. 

'If he can hold out a little longer, help may reach him,' 
muttered Leonard. Then without moi-e words he laid ] 
himself and Juanna face downwards on the broad, stone. 

'Now, Juanna,' he said, 'we are going to start. Grip I 
fast with your right hand and see that you do not leave go ' 
of the edge of the stone, or we shall both slip off it' 

' Oh ! take me with you, Shepherdess, take me with you 
and I will be wicked no more, but serve you as of old,' i 
shrilled the voice of Soa in so despairing a cry that the' 
rocks rang, 

' Hold fast,' said Leonard through his set teeth, as disen- 
gaging his right haud from about Juanna's waist, he seized 
the handle of the spear and pressed its broad blade gainst 
a knob of rock behind them. Now the stone, that was 
balanced on the very verge of the declivity, trembled i 
beneath them, and now, slowly and inaiestically as a vessel 
starting from her slips when the launching cord is severed, 
it began to move down the icy way. 

For the first second it scarcely seemed to stir, then the 1 
motion grew palpable, and at that instant Leonard heard a | 
noise behind him and felt his left foot clasped by a human i 
hand. There was a jerk that nearly dragged them off their 
sledge, but he held fast to the front edge of the stone, and 
though he could still feel the hand upon his ankle, theJ 
siraln became almost imperceptible. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 

THE PASSING OF THE BBID6S 

Lifting his head very cautiously Leonard looked over his 
shoulder and the mystery was explained. Li her madness 
and the fury of her love for the mistress whom she had 
outraged and betrayed, Soa had striven to throw herself 
upon the stone with them so soon as she saw it commence 
to move. She was too late, and feeling herself slipping 
forward, she grasped despairingly at the first thing that 
came to her hand, which chanced to be Leonard's ankle. 
Now she must accompany them upon their awesome 
journey; only, while they rode upon the stone, she was 
dragged after them upon her breast. 

A flash of pity passed through Leonard's brain as he 
realised her fearful plight. Then for a while he forgot all 
about her, since his attention was amply occupied with his 
own and Juanna's peril. Now they were rushing down the 
long slope with an ever increasing velocity, and now they 
breasted the first rise, during the last ten yards of which, as 
in the case of Otter, the pace of the stone slowed down so 
much in proportion to the progressive exhaustion of its 
momentum, that Leonard thought they were coming to a 
standstill. Then it was that he kicked out viciously, 
striving to free himself from the weight of Soa, which 
threatened to bring them to a common ruin. But she clung 
to him like ivy to a tree, and he desisted from his efforts, 
fearing lest he should cause their sledge to alter its course. 

On the very top of the rise the motion of the stone de- 
creased almost to nothingness, then little by little increased 
once more as they traversed a short sharp dip, the same in 
which they had lost sight of Otter, to be succeeded by a 
gentle rise. So far, though exciting and novel, their jour- 
ney had been comparatively safe, for the path was broad 
and the ice perfectly smooth. Its terrors were to come. 

Looking forward, Leonard saw that they were at the com- 
mencement of a decline measuring four or five hundred 
yards in length, and so steep, that, even had it offered 
a good foothold, human beings could scarcely have stood 
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upon it. As yet the tongue of ice was fifty paces or more ■ 
in width, but it uarrowed rapidly as it fell, till at length! 
near the opposite shore of the lavine, It hned away to al 
point lilie tbat of a great white needle, and then seemedtV 
to break off altogether. 

Now they were well under way, and now they aped dow 
the steep green ice at a pace that can hardly be imaginet , 
though perhaps it is sometimes Bc[ual!ed by an eagle rush-l 
ing on its quarry from some vast height of aii-. Indeed it« 
is possible that the sensations of an eagle making hisi 
heaillong descent and those of Leonard may have been] 
very similar, with the important exception that the birAB 
feels no fear, whereas absolute terror are the only words V 
wherewith to describe the mental state of the man, So,fl 
smooth was the ice and so precipitous its pitch that he feltj 
as though he were falling through space, unsupported byj 
anything, for travelling at that speed the friction of the^ 
stone was imperceptible. Only the air shrieked as theyjB 
clove it, and Juanna's long tresses, torn by it from their ' 
fastenings, streamed out behind her like a veil. 

Down they went, still down; half — two-thirds of the 
distance was done, then he looked again and saw the horror 
that lay before tliem. Already the bridge was narrow, 
barely the width of a small room ; sixty yai'ds further on 
it tapered to so fine a point that their stone would almost 
cover its breadth, and beneath it on either side yawned 
that unmeasured gulf wherein Nam was lost with the jewels. ' 
Nor was this all, for at its narrowest the tee bwn ' 
broken away for ii space of ten or twelve fesi, to continue 
on the farther side of the gap for a few yards at a some- 
what lower level, and then run upwards at a steep incline 
to the breast of snow where Otter sat in safety. 

On they whizzed, ice beneath them and before them, and J 
ice in Leonard's heart, for he was frozen with fear. His<l 
breath had left him because of the rush of their progrea8,T 
but his senses remained painfully acute. Involuntarily heT 
glanced over the edge of the stone, saw the sheer depths I 
below him, and found himself wondering what was th&l 
law that kept tbeir sledge upon this ribbon of ice, when I 
it seemed so easy for it to whirl off into space. 

Now the gap was immediately in front of them. ' God I 
help us ! ' he murmured, or rather thought, for there was no | 
time for words, and they had left the road of ice and were_j 
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flying through the air as though the stone which carried 
them were a living thing, that, seeing the peril, had gath- 
ered up its energies and sprung forward for its life. 

What happened ? Leonard never knew for certain, and 
Otter swore that his heart leapt from his bosom and stood 
in front of his eyes so that he could not see. Before they 
touched the further point of ice — while they were in the 
air, indeed — they, or rather Leonard, heard a hideous 
scream, and felt a jerk so violent that his hold of the stone 
was loosened, and it passed from beneath them. Then 
came a shock, less heavy than might have been expected, 
and lo ! they were spinning onwards down the polished sur- 
face of the ice, while the stone which had borne them so 
far, sped on in front like a horse that has thrown its rider. 

Leonard felt the rubbing of the ice burn him like hot iron. 
He felt also that his ankle was freed from the hand that 
had held it, then for some minutes he knew no more, for 
his senses left him. When they returned, it was to hear 
the voice of Otter crying, * Lie still, lie still. Baas, do not 
stir for your life ; I come.' 

Instantly he was wide awake, and moving his head ever 
so little, saw their situation. Then he wished that he had 
remained asleep, for it was this : 

The impetus of their rush had carried them almost to the 
line where the ice stopped and the rock and snow began, 
within some fifteen feet of it, indeed. But those fifteen 
feet were of the smoothest ice and very sheer, so smooth 
and sheer that no man could hope to climb them. Below 
them the slope continued for about thirteen or fourteen 
yards, till it met the corresponding incline that led to the 
gap in the bridge. 

On this surface of ice they were lying spread-eagled. 
For a moment Leonard wondered how it was that they did 
not slide back to the bottom of the slope, there to remain 
till they perished, for without ropes and proper implements 
no human being could scale it. Then he saw that a chance 
had befallen them, which in after days he was wont to 
attribute to the direct intervention of Providence. 

It will be remembered that when they started, Leonard 
had pushed the rock off with a spear which Olfan had given 
them. This spear he drew in again as they began to move, 
placing it between his chest and the stone, for he thought 
that it might be of service to him should they succeed in 
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crossing the gulf. When they were jerked from the sledge, 
and left to slide along the ice on the further side of the gap, 
in obedience to the impetus given to them by the frightful 
speed at which they were travelling, the spear, obeying the 
same laws of motion, accompanied them, but being of a less 
specific gravity, lagged behind in the race, just as the stone, 
which was heaviest, outstripped them. 

As it happened, near the top of the rise there was a fis- 
sure in the ice, and in this fissure the weapon had become 
fixed, its weighted blade causing it to assume an upright 
position. When the senseless bodies of Leonard and Juanna 
had slid as far up the slope as the unexpended energy of 
their impetus would allow, naturally enough they began to 
move back again in accordance with the laws of gravity. 
Then it was, as luck would have it, that the spear, fixed in 
the crevice of the ice, saved them from destruction ; for it 
chanced that the descent of their two forms, passing on 
either side of it, was checked by the handle of the weapon, 
which caught the hide rope whereby they were bound 
together. 

All of this Leonard took in by degrees ; also he discov- 
ered that Juanna was either dead or senseless, at the time 
he could not tell which. 

* What are you going to do ? ' he asked of Otter, who by 
now was on the verge of the ice fifteen feet above them. 

^ Cut steps and pull you up, Baas,' answered the dwarf 
cheerfully. 

*It will not be easy,' said Leonard, glancing over his 
shoulder at the long slope beneath, ^ and if we slip or the 
rope breaks ' 

* Do not talk of slipping, Baas,' replied Otter, as he began 
to hack at the ice with the heavy priest's knife, ^ and as for 
the rope, if it was strong enough for the Water Dweller to 
drag me round the pool by, it is strong enough to hold you 
two, although it has seen some wear. I only wish I had 
such another, for then this matter would be simple.' 

Working furiously, Otter hacked at the hard surface of 
the ice. The first two steps he hollowed from the top of 
the slope lying on his stomach. After this difficulties pre- 
sented themselves which seemed insuperable, for he could 
not chip at the ice when he had nothing by which to support 
himself. 

' What is to be done now ? ' said Leonard. 
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* Keep cool, Baas, and give me time to think,' and for a 
moment Otter squatted down and was silent. 

* I have it,' he said presently, and rising he took off his 
goatskin cloak and cut it into strips, each strip measuring 
about two inches in width by two feet six inches in length. 
These strips he knotted together firmly, making a serviceable 
rope of them, long enough to reach to where Leonard and 
Juanna were suspended on the stout handle of the spear. 

Then he took the stake which had already done him such 
good service, and, sharpening its point, fixed it as deeply as 
he could into the snow and earth on the border of the ice 
belt, and tied the skin rope to it, 

* Now, Baas,' he said, * all is well, for I can begin from 
the bottom.' 

And, without further words, he let himself down till he 
hung beside them. 

*Is the Shepherdess dead. Baas,' he asked, glancing at 
Juanna's pale face and closed eyes, * or does she only sleep ? ' 

* I think that she is in a swoon,' answered Leonard ; ' but 
for heaven's sake be quick. Otter, for I am being frozen on 
this ice. What is your plan now ? ' 

* This, Baas : to tie the end of the rope that I have made 
from the cloak, about your middle, then to undo the cord 
that binds you and the Shepherdess together, and return to 
the top of the slope. Once there I can pull her up by the 
hide line, for it is strong and she will slip easily over the 
ice, and you can follow.' 

* Good,' said Leonard. 

Then hanging by one hand the dwarf managed, with such 
assistance as Leonard could give him, to knot the end of 
the rope which he had constructed from the skin garment, 
beneath Leonard's arms. Next he set to work to untie the 
hide cord, thereby freeing him from Juanna. And now 
came the most difficult and dangerous part of the task, for 
Leonard, suspended from the shaft of the spear by one hand, 
must support Juanna's senseless form with the other, while 
Otter made shift to drag himself -to the summit of the ice, 
holding the hide line in his teeth. The spear bent dread- 
fully and Leonard did not dare to put any extra strain upon 
the roughly fastened cord of goatskin, by which the dwarf 
was hauling himself up the ice, for if it gave they must all 
be precipitated to the dip below, there to perish miserably. 
Faint and frozen as he was, it seemed hours to him be- 
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md called to him to let l 



fore Otter reached the top i 
Juanna. 

Leonard obeyed, and seating himself on the suow, his feet 
supported by the edge of the ice, the dwarf put out his 
strength and began to pull ber up. Strong as be was, it 
proved as much as he was able to do; indeed, had Juanna 
lain oil any other material than ice, he could not have done 
it at all. But in the end he succeeded, and with a gasp of 
gratitude Leonard saw her stretched safe upon the snow. 

Now Otter, hastily undoing the cord from Juanna's waist, 
made it into a running noose, which he threw down to 
Leonard, who placed it over his shoulders. Having lifted 
the spear from the cleft in which it stood, he commenced 
his ascent His first movements cost him a pang of agony, 
and no wonder, for the blood from wounds that had been 
caused by the friction of his flesh as be was burled along 
the surface of the slide, hail congealed, freezing his limbs 
to the ice, whence they could not easily be loosened. The 
pain,' sharp as it was, did bim good, however, for it aroused 
his benumbed energies, and enabled him to drag on the 
goatskin cord with all his strength, while Otter tugged at 
that which was beneath his arms. 

Well for him was it that the dwarf had taken the pre- 
caution of throwing down this second line, for presently 
Otter's stake, which had no firm bold in the frozen eartii, 
came out and slid away, striking Leonard as it passed, and 
bearing the knotted lengths of the cloak with it. The 
dwarf cried aloud and bent forward as though he were 
about to fal!. By a fearful effort he recovered himself, and 
held fast the rope in bis hand, while Leonard, suspended 
by it, swung to and fro on the surface of the iee like the 
pendulum of a clock. 

Then followed the most terrible moments of all their 
struggle against the diificulties of this merciless place. The 
dwarf held fast above, and Leonard, ceasing to swing, lay 
with hands and legs outstretched on the face of the ice. 

'Now, Baas,' said Otter, 'be brave, and when I pull, do 
yon wriggle forward.' 

He tugged till the thin hide rope stretched, while Leonard 
clawed and kicked at the ice with his toes, knees, and dis- 
engaged hand. 

Alas 1 it gave no hold ; he might as well have tried to 
climb a dome of plate glass at an angle of sixty degrees. 
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Rest a while, Baas/ said the dwarf, whose breath wais 
coming in great sobs, * then make a little nick in the ice 
with the blade of the spear, * and when next I pull, try to 
set some of your weight upon it.' 

Leonard did as he was bid without speaking. 

^Now,' said the dwarf, and with a push and a struggle 
Leonard was two feet higher up the incline. Again the 
process was repeated, and this time he got his left hand 
into the lowest of the two steps that Otter had hacked with 
the knife, and once more they paused for breath. A 
third effort, the fiercest of them all, a clasping of hands, 
and he was lying trembling like a frightened child above 
the glacier's lip. 

The ordeal was over, that danger was done with, but at 
what a cost! Leonard's nerves were completely shattered, 
he could not stand, his fe.ce was bleeding, his nails were 
broken, and the bone of one knee was exposed by the fric- 
tion of the ice, to say nothing of the shock to the system 
and the bruises which he had received when he was hurled 
from the stone. Otter's condition was a little better, but 
his hands were cut by the rope and he was utterly exhausted 
with toil and the strain of suspense. Indeed, of the three 
Juanna had come off by far the best, for she swooned at 
the very beginning of the passage of the bridge, and when 
they were jerked from the stone, being lighter than Leonard, 
she had fallen upon him. Moreover, the thick goatskin 
cloak which was wrapped about her, had protected her from 
all hurt beyond a few trifling cuts and bruises. Of their hor- 
rible position when they were hanging to the spear, and the 
rest of the adventure, including the death of Soa, she knew 
nothing, and it was well for her reason that this was so. 

' Otter,' murmured Leonard in a shaking voice, ^ have you 
lost that gourd of spirit ? ' 

* No, Baas, it is safe.' 

' Thank heaven ! ' he said ; ^ hold it to my lips if you can.' 

The dwarf lifted it with a trembling hand, and Leonard 
gulped down the fiery liquor. 

^ That 's better,' he said, ' take some yourself.' 

*Nay, Baas, I have sworn to touch drink no more,' Otter 
answered, looking at the gourd longingly ; * besides you and 
the Shepherdess will want it all. I have some food here 
and I will eat.' 
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^ What happened to Soa, Otter ? ' 

* I could not see rightly, Baas, I was too frightened, much 
more frightened than I had been when I rode the stone 
myself; but I think that her legs caught in the ice on 
this side of the hole, and so she fell. It was a good end 
for her, the vicious old cow,' he added, with a touch of 
satisfaction. 

'It was very near being a bad end for us,' answered 
Leonard, ^but we have managed to come out of it alive 
somehow. Not for all the rubies in the world would I cross 
that place again.' 

' Nor I, Baas. Wow / it was awful. Now my stomach 
went through my head, and now my head went through my 
stomach, and the air was red and green and blue, and devils 
shouted at me out of it. Yes, and when I came to the hole, 
there I saw the Water Dweller all fashioned in fire waiting 
with an open mouth to eat me. It was the drink that made 
me think of these things. Baas, and that is why I have 
sworn to touch it no more. Yes, I swore it as I flew through 
the air and saw the flaming Water Dweller beneath me. 
And now. Baas, I am a little rested, so let us try and wake 
up the Shepherdess, and get us gone.' 

* Yes,' said Leonard, * though I am sure I do not know 
where we are to go to. It can't be far, for I am nearly 
spent.' 

Then crawling to where Juanna lay wrapped in her cloak, 
Otter poured some of the native spirit down her throat 
while Leonard rubbed her hands. Presently this treat- 
ment produced its effect, for she sat up with a start, and 
seeing the ice before her, began to shriek, saying, * Take me 
away, I can't do it, Leonard, I can't indeed.' 

* All right, dear,' he answered, * you have done it. We 
are over.' 

^ Oh ! ' she said, ^ I am thankful. But where is Soa ? I 
thought that I heard her throw herself down behind us.' 

* Soa is dead,' he answered. ^ She fell down the gulf and 
nearly pulled us with her. I will tell you all about it after- 
wards, you are not fit to hear it now. Come, dear, let us be 
going out of this accursed place.' 

Juanna staggered to her feet. 

* I am so stiff and sore that I can hardly stand,' she said, 
'but, Leonard, what is the matter with you? You are 
covered with blood.' 

'I will tell you afterwards,' he replied again. 
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Then Otter collected their baggage, which consisted 
chiefly of the hide line and the spear, and they crawled 
forward up the snow-slope. Some twenty or thirty yards 
ahead of them, and almost side by side, lay the two glacier 
stones on which they had passed the bridge, and near them 
those which Otter had despatched as pioneers on the previ- 
ous morning. They looked at them wondering. Who could 
have believed that these inert things, not an hour before, 
had been speeding down the icy way quicker than any 
express train that ever travelled, and they with them. 

One thing was certain, did they remain unbroken for 
another two or three million years, and that is a short life 
for a stone, they would never again make so strange a 
journey. 

Then the three toiled on to the top of the snow-slope, 
which was about four hundred yards away. 

* Look, Baas,' said Otter, who had turned to gaze a fond 
farewell at the gulf behind, ^ there are people yonder on the 
further side.' 

He was right. On the far brink of the crevasse were 
the forms of men, who seemed to be waving their arms in 
the air and shouting. But whether these were the priests 
who, having overcome the resistance of Olfan, had pursued 
the fugitives to kill them, or the soldiers of the king who 
had conquered the priests, the distance would not allow 
them to see. The fate of Olfan and the further domestic 
history of the People of the Mist were now sealed books to 
them, for they never heard any more of these matters, nor 
are they likely to do so. 

Then the travellers began to descend from field to field 
of snow, the great peak above alone remaining to remind 
them that they were near to the country of the Mist. Once 
they stopped to eat a little of such food as they had with 
them, and often enough to rest, for their strength was small. 
Indeed, as they dragged themselves wearily forward, each 
of the men holding Juanna by the hand, Leonard found 
himself wondering how it came about, putting aside the 
bodily perils from which they had escaped, that they had 
survived the exhaustion and the horrors, physical and men- 
tal, of the last forty-eight hours. 

But there they were still alive, though in a sorry plight, 
and before evening they found themselves below the snow 
line in a warm genial climate. 
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' I must atop,' said Jiiaima as the sun begau tu set, ' I can I 
drag myself no further.' 

Leonard looked at Otter in despair. 

' There is a big tree yonder, Baas,' said the dwarf with'l 
an attempt at cheerfulness, ' and water by it. It is a good \ 
place to camp, and here the air is warm, we shall not suffer I 
from cold. Nay, wo are lucky indeed ; think how we p 
last night.' 

They reached the tree and Juanna sank down half faint- 1 
ing against its bole. With difficulty Leonard persuaded her ■ 
to swallow a little meat and a mouthful of spirit, and then, 1 
to his relief, she lapsed into a condition which partook more I 
of the nature of stupor than of sleep. 




CHAPTER XL 



The night which followed, Leonard is wont to declare, 
proved to be the very worst that he ever spent in his life. 
ifotwithstandiug his intense weariness he could not sleep, 
his nerves were too shattered to allow of it. Whenever he 
shut his eyes, he saw himself hanging head downwards over 
the oubliette in the cell beneath the Idol, or flying through 
the air across the dreadful gap in the ice-bridge, or in some 
other position of terror, similar to those with which they 
had made such intimate acquaintance of late. Did these 
visions cease, from time to time he seemed to hear the 
voice of Francisco bidding him farewell; the yell of Soa 
falling to her dreadful death, or Nam raving his last defi- 
ance at them. Also his hurts, which were many, gave him 
great ptun, and though the climate here was mild, the 
breeze from the auow heights chilled him through, and 
they had not even a match wherewith to light a lire and 
scare the wild beasts that roared about them. 

Barely have three human beings been in a position more 
desolate and desperate than that in which they found them- 
selves this night, exhausted, unarmed, almost without food 
or clothing, and wandering they knew not where through 
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the vastness of Central Africa. Unless some help found 
them, as Leonard was aware, they must perish of starva- 
tion, by the fangs of lions, or the spears of natives. It was 
impossible that they could live through another week, and 
the thought came into his mind that it would be well for 
them if they died that night and had done with it. 

It would be well ; yes, and it would have been better if 
he had been laid by the side of his brother Tom before ever 
he listened to Soa's accursed tale of the People of the Mist 
and their treasure of rubies. Only then he would never 
have known Juanna, for she must have died in the slave 
camp. 

This was the fruit of putting faith in the visions of 
dying men. And yet, it was strange, he had nearly got the 
money and * by the help of a woman,^ for those rubies would 
have sufficed to buy back Outram ten times over. But, 
alas ! nearly is not quite. That dream was done with, and 
even if they escaped, it would be to find himself more 
, utterly beggared than before, for now he would be a mar- 
ried beggar. 

At last the night wore away and the dawn came, but 
Juanna did not wake until the sun was high. Leonard, 
who had crept to a little distance — for now he was quite 
unable to walk — saw her sit up and crawled back to her. 
She stared at him vacantly and said something about Jane 
Beach. Then he knew that she was wandering. There was 
nothing to be done. What could be done in that wilderness 
with a woman in delirium, except wait for death ? 

Accordingly Leonard and Otter waited for some hours. 
Then the dwarf, who was in far the best condition of the 
three, took the spear — Olfan's gift — and said that he 
would go and seek for food, since their store was exhausted. 
Leonard nodded, though he knew that there was little 
chance of a man armed with a spear alone, being able to 
kill game, and Otter went. 

Towards evening he returned, reporting that he had seen 
plenty of buck, but could not get near them, which was just 
what his master expected. That night they passed hungry, 
by turns watching Juanna, who was still delirious. At dawn 
Otter started out again, leaving Leonard, who had been 
unable to sleep as on the previous night, crouched at 
Juanna's side, his face buried in his hands. 

Before noon Leonard chanced to look up, and saw the 

22 
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liwarf reeling towards hira, for he also was faint with ■wand 
of food. Indeed his great head and almost naked bodyJ 
through the skin of which the misshapen Iwnea seemed tea 
start in every direction, presented so curious a spectaclM 
that his master, whose brain was shaken by weakness,'! 
began to laugh. 

' Don't laugh, Baas,' gasped the dwarf ; ' either I am n 
or we are saved.' 

'Then I think that yon must be mad, Otter, for we a 
take a deal of saving,' he answered wearily, for he ha« 
ceaaed to believe in good fortune. ' What is it ? ' 

'This, Baas ; There is a white man coming this way anu 
more than a hundred servants with him ; they are marching 
up the mountain slope.' 

'You are certainly mad, Otter,' Leonard replied. 'What ' 
in the names of JM and Aca is a white man doing here ? 
I am the only one of that species who have been fool enough 
to penetrate these re^ons, I and Francisco,' and he shut hia 
eyea and dozed off. " 

Otter looked at him for a while, then he tapped 1 
forehead signifieautly and started down the slope aga 
An hour later, Leonard, still dozing, wag awakened by a 
sound of many voices, and by a hand that shook hira nol 
too gently. 

' Awate, Baas,' said the dwarf, for the hand was hia, * 
have caught the white man and brought him here.' 

Leonard staggered to his feet and saw before him, sui 
rounded by gun-bearers and other attendants, an EnglisS 
gentleman, rather under than over middle age, with a rouno 
and kindly face tanned by the sun, and somewhat deep-sef 
dark eyes having an eye-glass fixed in one of thera, througi' 
which its wearer regarded him with much commiseration. 

' How do you do, sir ? ' said the stranger in a pleaaan( 
voice. ' So far as I can make out from your servant yoii 
seem to be in a baddish way. By George ! there ia a lady.4 

' How do you do ? ' answered Leonard. ' Capital sunij 
helmet that of youta. I envy it, but you see I have ha^ 
to go bare-headed lately,' and he ran his fingers througffl 
his matted hair. ' Who is the maker of that eight-bora % 
Looks a good gun ! ' 

' Achmet,' aaid the atranger, turning to an Arab at Me^ 
side, ' go to the first donkey and fetch this lord of thM 
eartii a pint of champagne and some oatmeal cakes ; hftj 
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seems to want them. Tell the bearers also to bring up my 
tent and to pitch it there by the water. Quick, now.' 

Forty-eight hours had passed, and the benevolent stranger 
was sitting on a camp-stool in the door of his tent, looking 
at two forms that lay wrapped in blankets and comfortably 
asleep within it. 

* I suppose that they will wake some time,' he murmured, 
dropping his eye-glass and taking the pipe from his mouth. 
^ The quinine and champagne have done them a lot of good : 
there is nothing like quinine and champagne. But what 
an unconscionable liar that dwarf must be ; there is only 
one thing he can do better, and that is eat. I never saw a 
chap stow away so much grub, though I must say that he 
looks as though he needed it. Still, allowing for all deduc- 
tions, it is a precious queer story. Who are they, and what 
the deuce are they doing here ? One thing is clear, I never 
saw a finer-looking man nor a prettier girl/ And he filled 
his pipe again, replaced the eye-glass in his eye, and began 
smoking. 

Ten minutes later Juanna sat up suddenly, whereupon 
the stranger withdrew out of sight. She looked round her 
wildly, then, seeing Leonard lying at the further side of 
the tent, she crept to him and began kissing him, saying : 

* Leonard ! Thank God that you are still alive, Leonard ! 
I dreamed that we both were dead. Thank God that you 
are alive ! ' 

Then the man who had been thus adjured woke up also 
and returned her caresses. 

* By George ! this is quite affecting,' said the traveller. 

* I suppose that they are married ; if not, they ought to be. 
Anyway, I had better clear out for a while.' 

An hour later he returned to find that the pair had made 
themselves as presentable as soap and water, and some few 
spare garments which he had sent to Leonard, would allow, 
and were now sitting in the sun outside the tent. He 
advanced, lifting his helmet, and they rose to meet him. 

* *I suppose that I had better introduce myself,' he said 
with some hesitation, for he was a shy man. *I am an 
English traveller, doing a little exploring on my own 
account, for lack of any other occupation, and my name is 
Sydney Wallace.' 

' Mine is Leonard Outram,' answered Leonard, ' and this 
young lady is Miss Juanna Rodd.' 
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Mr. Wallace started and bowed again. So they were 
married I 

' We are deeply indebted to you, sir,' went on Leonard; 
' for you have rescued us from death.' 

'Not at all,' answered Mr. Wallace. 'You must thank 
that servant of yours, the dwarf, and not me, for if lie had 
not seen ua, I should have passed a mile or more to the lefti 
of you. The fact is that I am rather fond of mountaiueei 
iug, and seeing this great peak above us — I am told tl 
it is the highest in the Bisa-Mushinga Mountains' 
thoTight tha-t I might as well have a try at it before I turn 
homewards, via Lake Jiyassa, Livingstonia, Blantyre, and 
Quilimane. But perhaps you will not mind telling me how 
you came to be here. I have heard something from the 
dwarf, but his tale seems a little too steep.' J 

*I am afraid you will think ours rather steeper, Mr. 1 
Wallace,' said Leonard, and he proceeded to give him a J 
short outline of their adventures, 1 

When he eame to their arrival among the People of the 1 
Mist, and described the inauguration of Otter and Juanna I 
as gods in the temple of the colossus, he noticed that Ma J 
auditor had let the eye-glass fall from his round eye, and J 
was i-egardiug him with mild amazement. 1 

' I am afraid that aD this does not interest you,' said J 
Leonard stiffly, 1 

' On the contrary, Mr, Outram, it interests me very muchi* 
I am exceedingly fond of romanees, and this is rather i^ 
1 one.' fl 

'As I thought; it is scarcely worth while to go on,' saidi 
Leonard again. ' Well, 1 cannot wonder that you do not"^ 

'Leonard,' interposed Juanna quietly, 'you still have th&a 
star ruby ; show it to Mr. Wallace ! ' fl 

He did so, somewhat sulkily, and then, as he seemed di»J 
inclined to say anything more, Juanna took up the talej 
showing in evidence of its truth, the spear, the frayed ropt^H 
and the tattered white rohe which she had worn in herB 
character of Aca, and, indeed, still wore beneath poor Fran^l 
Cisco's cassock — for she had no other. H 

Mr. Wallace heard her out, then, without malting an^l 
comment, he rose, saying that he must try to shoot som^| 
meat for the camp, and begged that they would make them^ 
selves comfoi'table until his return that evening. ^H 
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Before sundown he reappeared, and coming straight to 
the tent, asked their pardon for his incredulity. 

' I have been up yonder,' he said, ^ following your spoor 
backwards. I have seen the snow-bridge and the stones, 
and the nicks which the dwarf cut in the ice. All is just 
as you told me, and it only remains for me to congratulate 
you upon having escaped from the strangest series of 
dangers that ever I heard of ; ' and he held out his hand, 
which both Leonard and Juanna shook warmly. 

^ By the way,' he added, ^ I sent men to examine the gulf 
for several miles, but they report to me that they found no 
spot where it would be possible to descend it, and I fear, 
therefore, that the jewels are lost for ever. I confess that 
I should have liked to try to penetrate into the Mist coun- 
try, but my nerves are not strong enough for the ice-bridge, 
and if they were, stones won't slide uphill. Besides, you 
must have had about enough of roughing it, and will be 
anxious to turn your faces towards civSisation. So after you 
have rested another couple of days I think that we had 
better start for Quilimane, which, barring accidents, is about 
three months' march from here.' 

Shortly afterwards they started accordingly, but with the 
details of their march we need not concern ourselves. An 
exception must be made, however, in the case of a single 
event which happened at the mission-station of Blantyre. 
That event was the wedding of Leonard and Juanna in 
conformance with the ceremonies of their own church. 

No word of marriage had been spoken between them for 
some weeks, and yet the thought of it was never out of the 
minds of either. Indeed, had their feelings been much less 
tender towards each other than was the case, it would still 
have been desirable, in view of the extraordinary intimacy 
into which they had been thrown during the past months, 
that they should become man and wife. Leonard felt that 
alone as she was on the wide world, nothing short of mutual 
aversion would have justified him in separating from 
Juanna, and as it was love and not aversion that he enter- 
tained towards her, this argument came home to him with 
over-mastering force. 

^Juanna,' he said to heron the day of their arrival at 
Blantyre, * you remember some words that passed between 
your father and myself when he lay upon his death-bed, to 
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the effect that, should we both wish it, he trusted to my 
honouz' to re-marry you formally so soou as an opportunity 
might arise. Now the opportanity is here, and I ask 
you if you desire to take me for your husbaud, as, above 
everything in the world, I desire to make you my beloved 
wife.' 

She coloured to her beautiful eyea aud answered in a 
voice that was almost a whisper : 

'If you wish it and think me worthy of you, Leonard, 
you know that I wish it also. I have always loved you, 
dear, yes, even when I waa behaving worst to you; but 
there is — Jane Beach!' 

' I have told you before, Juanua,' he answered with some 
little irritation, ' and now I tell you again, that Jane Beach 
and I have done with each other.' 

' I am sure that I aan very glad to hear it,' Juanna re- 
plied) still somewhat dubiously. The rest of that conver- 
sation, being of a private character, will scarcely interest 
the public. 

When he spoke thi^, Leonard little knew after what 
fashion Jane Beach and he had wound up their old love 
affair. 

Two days later Leonard Outram took Juanna Kodd to 
wife, ' to have and to hold, for better, for worse, for richer, 
for poorer, in sickness and in heaJth, to love and to cherish 
till death did them part,' and their rescuer, Sydney Wal- 
lace, who by now had become their fast friend, gave her 
away. 

Very curious were the memories that passed through 
Juanna's mind, as she stood by her husband's side in the 
little grass-roofed chapel of Blantyre, for was this not the 
third time that she had been married, and now only of her 
own free-will? She bethought her of that wild scene in 
the slave camp ; of Francisco, who died to save her, and of 
the blessing which he had called down upon her and this 
very man ; of that other scene in the rock prison, when, 
to protect Leonard's life, she waa wed according to the 
custom of the Children of the Mist, to that true-hearted 
gentleman and savage, Olfan, their king. Then she awoke 
with a happy sigh to know that the lover at her side could 
never be taken from her again until death claimed one of 
them. 
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' We shall be dreadfully poor, Leonard,' she said to him 
nlterwards ; ' it would have been ranch better for you, dear, 
if I had fallen into the gulf instead of the rubies.' 

'I am not of your ojiinion, love,' he answered with a 
smile, for he was very happy. 'Hang the rubies! Your 
price is far above rubies, and no man may struggle against 
fate. I have always been able to make a living for myself 
heretofoi'e, and I do not doubt that I shall continue to do 
so for both of us, and we will leave the rest to Providence. 
You are more to me, Juanna, than any wealth — more even 
than Out ram.' 

That evening Mv. Wallace found Otter gazing discon- 
solately at the little house in which Leonard and Juanna 
were staying. 

' Are yon sad because your master is married, Otter ? ' ha 
asked. 

'No,' answered the dwarf, 'I am glad. For months he 
has been running after 'her and dreaming of her, and now 
at last he has got her. Henceforth she must dream of him 
and run after him, am) he will have time to think about 
other peojile, who love him quite as well.' 

Another month or so went by while the party journeyed 
in easy stages towards the coast, and never had wedded 
lovers a happier honeymoon, or one more unconventional, 
than that passed by Leonard and Juanna, though perhaps 
Mr. Wallace and Otter did not find the contemplation of 
their raptures a very exhilarating occupation. 

At last they reached Qnilimane in safety, and pitched 
their camp on some rising ground outside of the settlement, 
which is unhealthy. Nest morning at daybreak Mr. Wal- 
lace stai-ted to the post-office, where he expected to find 
letters. Leonard and Juanna did not accompany him, but 
went for a walk before the sun grew hot. Then it was, as 
they walked, that a certain fact came home to them ; 
namely, that they could not. avail themselves of their 
host's kindness any longer, and, further, that they were 
quite penniless. When one is moving slowly across the 
vast African wilds, and living on the abounding game, love 
and kisses seem an ample provision for all wants. But the 
matter strikes the mind in a different light after the trip 
is done, and civilisation with Its necesaities looms lanw in 
the immediate future. 
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'What are we to do, Juanna?' asked Leonard in dis« 
may. ' We have no money to enable us to reach. Natal or 
anywhere, and no credit on which to draw.' 

*I suppose that we must sell the great ruby,' she 
answered, with a sigh, * though I shall be sorry to part 
with it.' 

' Nobody will buy such a stone here, Juanna, and it may 
not be a real ruby after all. Perhaps Wallace might be 
willing to advance me a trifle on it, though I hate having 
to ask him.' 

Then they went back to breakfast, which they did not 
fiiid an altogether cheerful meal. As they were finishing, 
Mr. Wallace returned from the town. 

' I have got good news,' he said ; * the British India mail 
will be here in two days, so I shall pay off my men and go 
up to Aden in her, and thence home. Of course you will 
come too, for, like me, I expect you have had enough of 
Africa for the present. Here are some copies of the 
weekly edition of the " Times ; " look through them, Mrs. 
Outram, and see the news while I read my letters.' 

Leonard turned aside moodily and lit his pipe. How 
was he to find money to take even a third-class passage on 
the British India mail ? But Juanna, obeying the instinct 
that prompts a woman to keep up appearances at all 
hazards, took one of the papers and opened it, although the 
tears which swam in her eyes would scarcely suffer her to. 
see the print. Thus things went on for ten minutes or 
more, as she idly turned the pages of two or three issues of 
the * Weekly Times,' trying to collect her thoughts and 
pick up the thread of current events. 

But it is wonderful how uninteresting and far-away those 
events appear after the reader has been living a life to her- 
self for a year or so, and Juanna, preoccupied as she was 
with her own thoughts, was about to. give up the attempt 
as a failure, when the name of Outram started to her eyes. 

A minute later her two companions heard a sharp ex- 
clamation and turned round. 

'What is the matter, Mrs. Outram?' said Wallace. 
'Has France declared war against Germany, or is Mr. 
Gladstone dead?' * 

* Oh ! no, something much more important than that. 
Listen to this advertisement, Leonard : — 

* *' If Leonard Outram, second son of Sir Thomas Outram, 
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Bart., late of Outram Hall, who was last heard of in the 
territory to the north of Delagoa Bay, Eastern Africa ; or, 
in the event of his death, his lawful heirs, will communi- 
cate with the undersigned, he or they will hear of some- 
thing very greatly to his or their advantage. Thomson & 
Turner, 2 Albert Court, London, E,C." ' 

* Are you joking, Juanna ? ' said Leonard after a pause. 
^ Look for yourself,' she answered. 

He took the paper and read and re-read the notice. 

^ Well, there is one thing certain,' he said, ' that no one 
ever stood in greater need of hearing something to his ad- 
vantage than I do at this moment, for excepting the ruby, 
which may not be a true stone, we have n't a stiver to bless 
ourselves with in the world. Indeed, I don't know how I 
am to avail myself of Messrs, Thomson & Turner's kind 
invitation, unless I write them a letter and go to live in a 
Kaffir hut till the answer comes.' 

* Don't let that trouble you, my dear fellow,' said Wallace ; 
' I can get plenty of cash here, and it is very much at your 
service.' 

* I am ashamed to take further advantage of your kind- 
ness,' answered Leonard, flushing. ^This advertisement 
may mean nothing, or perhaps a legacy of fifty pounds, 
though I am sure I don't know who would leave me even 
that sum. And then, how should I repay you ? ' 

' Stuff ! ' said Wallace. 

* Well,' replied Leonard, * beggars must put their pride in 
their pockets. If you will lend me a couple of hundred 
pounds and take the ruby in pledge, I shall be even more 

. grateful to you than I am at present, and that is saying a 
good deal.' 

On this business basis the matter was ultimately ar- 
ranged, though within half an hour Wallace handed back 
the great stone into Juanna's keeping, bidding her • keep 
it dark ' ; an injunction which she obeyed in every sense of 
the word, for she hid the ruby where ^once the poison had 
lain — in her hair. 

Two busy days went by, and on the third morning a mes- 
senger came running from the town to announce that the 
northward mail was in sight. Then it was that Otter, who 
all this while had said nothing, advanced solemnly towards 
Leonard and Juanna, holding his hand outstretched. 



346 THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST 

' What is the matter, Otter ? ' asked Leonard, who was 
engaged in helping Wallace to pack his hunting trophies. 

< Nothing, Baas ; I have come to say good-bye to you and 
the Shepherdess, that is all. I wish to go now before I see 
the Steam-fish carry you away.' 

* Go ! ' said Leonard ; * you wish to go ? ' 

Somehow Otter had become so much a part of their lives, 
that, even in their preparations to leave for England, neither 
of them had ever thought of parting from him. 

* Why do you wish to go ?' he added. 

* Because I am an ugly, old black dog, Baas, and can be 
of no further use to you out yonder,' and he nodded towards 
the sea. 

'I suppose you mean that you do not want to leave 
Africa, even for a while,' said Leonard, with ill-concealed 
grief and vexation. * Well, it is hard to part with you like 
this. Also,' he added with a little laugh, * it is awkward, 
for I owe you more than a year's wages, and have not the 
money to spare to pay you. Moreover, I had taken your 
passage on the ship.' 

^ What does the Baas say ? ' asked Otter slowly ; ' that 
he has bought me a place in the Steam-fish ? ' 

Leonard nodded. 

* Then I beg your pardon. Baas. I thought that you had 
done with me and were going to throw me away like a 
worn-out spear.' 

* So you wish to come, Otter ? ' said Leonard. 

* Wish to come ! ' he answered wonderingly. * Are you 
not my father and my mother, and is not the place where 
you may be, my place ? Do you know what I was going to 
do just now, Baas ? I was going to climb to the top of a tree 
and watch the Steam-fish till it vanished over the edge of 
the world ; then I would have taken this rope, which already 
has served me well among the People of the Mist, and set 
it about my throat and hanged myself there in the tree, for 
that is the best end for old dogs. Baas.' 

Leonard turned away to hide the tears which started to 
his eyes, for the dwarf's fidelity touched him more than he 
cared to show. Seeing his trouble, Juanna took up the 
talk to cover his confusion. 

* I fear that you will find it cold over yonder, Otter,' she 
said. * It is a land of fog, they tell me, and there are none 
of your own people, no wives or Kaffir beer. Also, we may 
he poor stnd have to live hardly.' 



THE END OF THE ADVENTURE 347 

*0f fog I have seen something lately, Shepherdess,' 
answered the dwarf; 'and yet I was happy in the fog, 
because I was near the Baas. Of hard living I have seen 
something also, and still I was happy, because I was near 
the Baas. Once I had a wife and beer in plenty, more than 
a man could want, and then I was unhappy, because they 
estranged me from the Baas, and he knew tliat I had ceased 
to be Otter, his servant whom he trusted, and had become 
a beast. Therefore, Shepherdess, I would see no more of 
wives and beer.' 

* Otter, you idiot,' broke in Leonard brusquely, * you had 
better stop talking and get something to eat, for it will be 
the last meal that you will wish to see for many a day.' 

* The Baas is right,' replied the dwarf ; ' moreover, I am 
hungry, for sorrow has kept me from food for these two 
days. Now I will fill myself full, that I may have some- 
thing to ofEer to the Black Water when he shakes me in 
his anger/ 



ENVOI 

THE END OP THE ADVENTURE 

Six weeks or so had passed when a four-wheeled cab drew 
up at the door of 2 Albert Court, London, E.G. 

The progress of this vehicle had excited some remark 
among the more youthful and lighter-minded denizens of 
the City, for on its box, arrayed in an ill-fitting suit of 
dittoes and a brown hat some sizes too small for him, 
sat a most strange object, whose coal-black countenance, 
dwarfed frame and enormous nose and shoulders attracted 
their ribald observation. 

* Look at him, Bill,' said one youth to an acquaintance, 
* he 's escaped from Madame Tussaud's, he has. Painted 
hisself over with Day & Martin's best, and bought a second- 
hand Guy Fawkes nose.' 

Just then his remarks were cut short, for Otter, having 
been made to understand by the driver that they had 
arrived at their destination, descended from the box in a 
manner so original, that it is probably peculiar to the 
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aborigines of Central Africa, and frightened that boy 
away. 

From the cab emerged Leonard and Juanna, looking 
very much the better for their sea journey. Indeed, hav- 
ing recovered her health and spirits, and being very neatly 
dressed in a grey frock, with a wide black hat trimmed 
with ostrich feathers, Juanna looked what she was, a very 
lovely woman. Entering an outer office Leonard asked if 
Messrs. Thomson & Turner were to be seen. 

* Mr. Turner is within, sir,' answered a clerk of venerable 
appearance. *Mr. Thomson' — here his glance fell upon 
Otter and- suddenly he froze up, then added with a jerk — 
'has been dead a hundred years ! Thomson,, sir,' he ex- 
plained, recovering his dignity, but with his eyes still 
fixed on Otter, * was the founder of this firm ; he died in 
the time of Greorge IIL That is his picture over the door 
— the person with a hare lip and a snuff-box.' 

* Indeed,' said Leonard. ' As Mr. Thomson i& not avail- 
able, perhaps you will tell Mr. Turner that a gentleman 
would like to speak to him.' 

* Certainly, sir,' said the old clerk, still staring fixedly at 
Otter, whose aspect appeared to fascinate him much as that 
worthy had been fascinated by the eyes of the Water 
Dweller. * Have you an appointment, sir ? ' 

' No,' answered Leonard. * Tell him that it is in refer- 
eilce to an advertisement which his firm inserted in the 
" Times " some months ago.' 

The clerk started, wondering if this could be the missing 
Mr. Outram. That much sought-for individual was under- 
stood to have resided in Africa, which is the home of dwarfs 
and other oddities. Once more he stared at Otter and 
vanished through a swing door. 

Presently he returned. * Mr. Turner will see you, sir, if 
you and the lady will please to step in. Does this — gen- 
tleman — wish to accompany you ? ' 

*No,' said Leonard, *he can stop here.' 

Thereupon the clerk handed Otter a tall stool, on which 
the dwarf perched himself disconsolately. Then he opened 
the swing door and ushered Leonard and his wife into Mr. 
Turner's private room. 

'Whom have I the pleasure of addressing?' said a 
bland, stout gentleman, rising from before a table strewn 
with papers. * Pray be seated, madam.' 
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Leonard drew from his pocket a copy of the * Weekly 
Times ' and handed it to him, saying : 

^ I understand that you inserted this advertisement/ 

* Certainly we did/ answered the lawyer after glancing at 
it. * Do you bring me any news of Mr. Leonard Outram ? * 

' Yes, I do. I am he, and this lady is my wife.' 
The lawyer bowed politely. <This is most fortunate,' he. 
said; *we had almost given up hope — but, of course, some 
proofs of identity will be required.' 

^ I think that they can be furnished to your satisfaction,' 
answered Leonard briefly. * Meanwhile, for the sake of 
argument, perhaps you will assume that I am the person 
whom I state myself to be, and inform me to what this 
advertisement refers.' 

* Certainly,' answered the lawyer, * there can be no harm 
in that. Sir Thomas Outram, the late baronet, as you 
are doubtless aware, had two sons, Thomas and Leonard. 
Leonard, the second son, as a young man was engaged to, 
or rather had some love entanglement with a lady — really 
I forget her maiden name, but perhaps you can inform me 
of it ' 

*Do you happen to mean Miss Jane Beach?' said 
Leonard quietly. 

At this point Juanna turned in her chair and became 
extraordinarily, indeed almost fiercely interested, in the 
conversation. 

* Quite so. Beach was the name. You must excuse my 
forgetfulness. Well, Sir Thomas's affairs fell into confu- 
sion, and after their father's death, Mr. Leonard Outram 
with his elder brother Thomas, emigrated to South Africa. 
In that same year Miss Jane — eh — Beach married a client 
of ours, Mr. Cohen, whose father had purchased the estate 
of Outram from the trustees in bankruptcy.' 

^ Indeed ! ' said Leonard. 

* Shortly afterwards,' went on the lawyer, * Mr. Cohen, or 
rather Sir Jonas Cohen, succeeded to the estate on the 
death of his father. Two years ago he died leaving all 
his property, real and personal, to his only child, a daughter 
named Jane, with reversion to his widow in fee simple. 
Witliin a month of his death the child Jane died also, and 
nine months later her mother, Lady Cohen, n^e Jane 
Beach, followed her to the grave.' 

^ Yes,' said Leonard in a dull voice^ and hiding his face 
in his hand, ' go on, sir.' 
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* Lady Cohen made a somewhat peculiar will. Under the 
terms of that will she bequeaths the mansion house and 
estates of Outram, together with most of her personal prop- 
erty, amounting in all to something over a hundred thou- 
sand pounds, to her old friend, Leonard Outram and the 
heirs of his body, with reversion to her brother. This will 
has not been disputed, therefore if you are Leonard Outram, 
I may congratulate you upon being once more the owner of 
your ancestral estate and a considerable fortune in cash.' 

For a while Leonard was too agitated to speak. 

*I will prove to you,' he said at last, *that I am this 
person, that is I will prove it 'prima facie, afterwards you 
can satisfy yourself of the truth of my statements by the 
usual methods/ And he proceeded to adduce a variety of 
evidence as to his identity which need not be set out here. 
The lawyer listened in silence, taking a note from time to 
time. 

* I think,' he said when Leonard had finished, * that, sub- 
ject to those inquiries, of which you yourself have pointed 
out the necessity in so grave a matter, I may accept it as 
proved that you are none other than Mr. Leonard Outram, 
or rather,' he added, correcting himself, * if, as I understand, 
your elder brother Thomas is dead, than Sir Leonard 
Outram. Indeed you have so entirely convinced me that 
this is the case, that I have no hesitation in placing in 
your hands a letter addressed to you by the late Lady 
Cohen, and deposited with me together with the executed 
will ; though when you have read it, I shall request you to 
leave that letter with me for the present. 

*By the way, it may interest you to learn,' Mr. Turner 
added, as he went to a safe built into the wall and unlocked 
its iron door, * that we have been hunting for you for a year 
or more. We even sent a man to South Africa, and he 
tracked you to a spot in some mountains somewhere north 
of Delagoa Bay, where it was reported that you, with your 
brother Thomas and two friends, were digging for gold. 
He reached the spot on the night of the ninth of May last 
year.' 

* The very day that I left it,' broke in Leonard. 

' And found the site of your camp and three graves. At 
first our representative thought that you were all dead, but 
afterwards he fell in with a native who appears to have 
deserted from your service, and who told him that one of 
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the brothers was dying when he left the camp, but one was 
still in good health, though he did not know where he had 
gone.' 

* My brother Thomas died on the first of May — this day 
year,' said Leonard. 

' After that all trace of you was lost, but I still kept on 
advertising, for missing people have a wonderful way of 
turning up to claim fortunes, and you see the result. Here 
is the letter, Sir Leonard.' 

Leonard took the document and looked at it, while 
strange feelings crowded into his mind. This was the first 
letter that he had ever received from Jane Beach ; also it 
was the last that he ever could receive. 

< Before I open this, Mr. Turner,' he said, ' for my own 
satisfaction I may as well ask you to compare the hand- 
writing of the address with another specimen of it that 
chances to be in my possession ' ; and producing the worn 
prayer-book from his pocket — Jane's parting gift — he 
opened it at the fly-leaf, and pointed out the inscription to 
the lawyer, placing the envelope beside it. 

Mr. Turner took a reading-glass and examined first one 
writing and then the other. 

' These words appear to have been written by the same 
hand,' he said presently. 'Lady Cohen's writing was 
peculiar, and it is difficult to be mistaken on the point, 
though I am no expert. To free you from responsibility, 
with your consent I myself will open this letter,' and he 
slit the envelope at the top with an ivory paper-knife, and, 
drawing out its contents, he handed them to Leonard. 
They ran thus : 

'My dearest Leonard, — For so I, who am no longer a 
wife, may call you without shame, seeing that you are in 
truth the dearest to my heart, whether you be still living, 
or dead like my husband and my child. 

' The will which I am to' sign to-morrow, will prove to 
you if you are yet alive, as I believe to be the case, 
how deep is my anxiety that you should re-enter into pos- 
session of the ancestral home of which fortune has deprived 
you. It is with the greatest pleasure that I make you this 
bequest, and I can do so with a clear conscience, for my 
late husband has left everything at my absolute disposal — 
being himself without near relations — in the sad event 
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which has occurred, of the death of his daughter, our only 
child. 

' May you live long to enjoy the lands and fortune which 
I am enabled thus to return to your family, and may your 
children and their descendants sit at Outram for many a 
generation to come. 

' And now I will talk no more of this matter, for I have 
an explanation to make and a pardon to ask. 

' It may well be, Leonard, that when your eyes fall upon 
these lines, you will have forgotten me — most deservedly 
— and have found some other woman to love you. No, as 
I set this down I feel that it is not true ; you will never 
forget me altogether, Leonard — your first love — and no 
other woman will ever be quite the same to you as I have 
been ; or, at least, so I believe in my foolishness and 
vanity. 

* You. will ask what explanation is possible after the way 
in which I have treated you, and the outrage that I have 
done to my own love. Such as it is, however, I offer it to 
you. 

*I was driven into this marriage, Leonard, by my late 
father, who could be very cruel when he chose. To admit 
this is, as I know, a proof of weakness. So be it, I have 
never concealed from myself that I am weak. Yet, believe 
me, I struggled while I could ; I wrote to you even, but 
they intercepted my letter ; and I told all the truth to Mr. 
Cohen, but he was self-willed and passionate, and would 
take no heed of my pleading. So I married him, Leonard, 
and was fairly happy with him, for he was kindness itself 
to me, but from that hour I began to die. 

'And now more than six years have passed since the 
night of our parting in the snow, and the end is at hand, 
for I am really dying. It has pleased God to take my little 
daughter, and this last shock proved more than I can bear, 
and so I go to join her and to wait with her till such time 
as I shall once more see your unforgotten face. 

* This is all that I have to say, dear Leonard. 

'Pardon me, and I am selfish enough to add — do not 
forget me. 

' Jane. 

' P. S. — Why is it that an affection like ours, which has 
never borne fruit even, should in the end prove stronger 
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than any other earthly tie ? Heaven knows and Heaven 
alone, how passionately I loved and love my dead child ; 
and yet, now that my own hour is at hand, it is of you that 
I think the most, you who are neither child nor husband. 
I suppose that I shall understand ere long, but Leonard, 
Leonard, Leonard, if, as I believe, my nature is immortal, 
I swear that such love as mine for you, however much it be 
dishonoured and betrayed, is still the most immortal part 
of it! — J.' 

Leonard put down the letter on the table, and again he 
covered his face with his hand to hide his emotion, for his 
feelings overcame him as a sense of the depth and purity of 
this dead woman's undying love sank into his heart. 

* May I read that letter, Leonard ? ' asked Juanna in a 
quiet voice. 

* Yes, I suppose so, dear, if you like,' he answered, feeling 
dully that it was better to make a clean breast of the matter 
at once, and thus to prevent future misunderstandings. 

Juanna took the letter and perused it twice, by which 
time she knew it as well as she did the Lord's Prayer, nor 
did she ever forget a single word of it. Then she handed 
it back to the lawyer, saying nothing. 

^ I understand,' said Mr. Turner, breaking in on a silence 
which he felt to be painful, * that you will be able to pro- 
duce the necessary proofs of identity within the next few 
days, and then we can get the will proved in the usual 
form. Meanwhile, you must want money, which I will take 
the risk of advancing you,' and he wrote a cheque for a 
hundred pounds and gave it to Leonard. 

Half an hour later Leonard and Juanna were alone in a 
room at their hotel, but as yet scarcely a word had passed 
between them since they left the lawyer's office. 

* Don't you see, Leonard,' his wife said almost fiercely, 

* it is most amusing, you made a mistake. Your brother's 
dying prophecy was like a Delphic oracle, it could be taken 
two ways, and, of course, you adopted the wrong interpreta- 
tion. You left Grave Mountain a day too soon. It was by 
Jane Beaches help that you were to recover Outram, not by 
mine,' and she laughed sadly. 

* Don't talk like that, dear,' said Leonard in a sad voice, 

* it pains me.' 

^ How else am I to talk after reading that letter ? ' she 

23 
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answered, ' for what woman can hold her own against a dead 
rival ? Now also I must be indebted to her bounty all my 
days. Oh !^ if I had not lost the jewels — if only I had not 
lost the jewels ! ' 

History does not relate how Leonard dealt with this 
unexpected and yet natural situation, 

A week had passed and Leonard, with Juanna at his side, 
found himself once more in the great hall at Outram, where, 
on a bygone night, many years ago, he and his dead brother 
had sworn their oath. All was the same, for in this hall 
nothing had been changed — Jane had seen to that. There 
chained to its stand was the Bible, upon which they had 
registered their vow ; there were the pictures of his ances- 
tors gazing down calmly upon him, as though they cared 
little for the story of his struggles and of his strange 
triumph over fortune * by the help of a woman,' There 
was the painted window, with its blazoned coats of arms 
and its proud mottoes — * For Hearty Home and Honour j 
and ' Per ardua ad astra? He had won the heart and home, 
and he had kept his honour and his oath. He had endured 
the toils and dangers, and the crown of stars was his. 

And yet, was Leonard altogether happy as he stood look- 
ing on these familiar things ? Perhaps not quite, for 
yonder in the churchyard there was a grave, and within 
the church a monument in white marble, that was wonder- 
fully like one who had loved him and whom he had loved, 
though time and trouble had written a strange difference 
on her face. Also, he had failed : he had kept his oath 
indeed and fought on till the end was won, but himself he 
had not won it. What now was his had once belonged to 
his successful rival, who doubtless little dreamed of the 
payment that would be exacted from him by the decree 
of fate. 

And was Juanna happy ? She knew well that Leonard 
loved her truly ; but oh ! it was cruel that she who had 
shared the struggles s|;iould be deprived of her reward — 
that it should be left to another, who if not false had at 
least been weak, to give to her husband that which she 
had striven so hard to win — that which she had won — 
and lost. And harder still was it that in this ancient 
place which would henceforth be her home, by day and 
Dj night she must feel the presence of the shadow of a 
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woman, a woman sweet and pale, who, as she believed, stood 
between her and that which she desired above all things — 
the complete and absolute possession of her husband's heai-t. 

Doubtless she over-rated the trouble; men and women 
do not spend their lives in brooding upon the mejnories of 
their first loves — if they did, this would be a melancholy 
world. But to Juanna it was real enough, and remained 
80 for some years. And if a thing is true to the heart, it 
avails little that reason should give it the lie. 

In short, now in the hour of their full prosperity, Leonard 
and Juanna were making acquaintance with the fact that 
fortune never gives with both hands, as the French say, but 
loves to rob with the one while she bestows with the other. 
To few is it allowed to be completely miserable, to none 
to be completely happy. Their good luck had been so 
overwhelming in many ways, that it would have partaken 
of the unnatural, and might well have excited their fears 
for the future, had its completeness been un marred by these 
drawbacks which, such as they were, probably they learned 
to disremember as the years passed over them bringing 
them new trials and added blessings. 

Perhaps a peep into the future will tell us the rest of the 
story of Leonard and Juanna Outram better and more truly 
than any further chronicling of events. 

Ten years or so have gone by and Sir Leonard, now a 
member of Parliament and the Lord-Lieutenant of his 
county, comes out of church on the first Sunday in May 
accompanied by his wife, the stateliest matron in the 
country-side, and some three or four children, boys and 
girls together, as healthy as they are handsome. After a 
glance at a certain grave that lies near to the chancel door, 
they walk homewards across the budding park in the sweet 
spring afternoon, till, a hundred yards or more from the 
door of Outram Hall, they pause at the gates of a dwelling 
known as " The Kraal," shaped like a bee-hive, fashioned 
of straw and sticks, and built by the hands of Otter alone. 

Basking in the sunshine in front of this hut sits the 
dwarf himself, cutting broom-sticks with a knife out of 
the straightest of a bundle of ash saplings that lie beside 
him. He is dressed in a queer mixture of native and 
European costume, but otherwise time has wrought no 
change in him. 
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* Greeting, Baas/ lie says as Leonard comes up. * Is 
Baas Wallace here yet ? ' 

* No, he will be down in time for dinner. Mind that you 
are there to wait, Otter.' 

' I shall not be late, Baas, on this day of all days.' 
' Otter,' cries a little maid, ^ you should not make broom- 
sticks on Sunday, it is very wrong.' 

The dwarf grins by way of answer, then speaks to 
Leonard in a tongue that none but he can understand. 

* What did I tell you many years ago, Baas ? ' he says. 
* Did I not tell you that by this way or by that, you should 
win the wealth, and that the great kraal across the water 
should be yours again, and that the children of strangers 
should wander there no more ? See, It has come true,' and 
he points to the happy group of youngsters. * Wow ! I, 
Otter, who am a fool in most things, have proved to be the 
best of prophets. Yet I will rest content and prophesy no 
more, lest I should lose my name for wisdom.' 

A few hours later and dinner is over in the larger hall. 
All the servants have gone except Otter, who dressed in a 
white smock stands behind his master's chair. There is no 
company present save Mr. Wallace, who has just returned 
from another African expedition, and sits smiling and ob- 
servant, his eye-glass fixed in his eye as of yore. Juanna 
is arrayed in full evening dress, however, and a great star 
ruby blazes upon her breast. 

* Why have you got the red stone on to-night, Mother ? ' 
asks her eldest son Thomas, who with his two sisters has 
come down to dessert. 

* Hush, dear,' she answers, as Otter advances to that 
stand on which the Bible is chained, holding a glass filled 
with port in his hand. 

* Deliverer and Shepherdess,' he says, speaking in Sisutn, 
' on this day eleven years gone Baas Tom died out yonder ; 
I, who drink wine but once a year, drink to the memory of 
Baas Tom, and to our happy meeting with him in the gold 
House of the Great-Great ' ; and swallowing the port 
with a single gulp Otter throws the glass behind him, 
shattering it on the floor. 

' Amen,' says Leonard. ' Now, love, your toast.' 
' I drink to the memory of Prancisco who died to save 
i23e/ says Juanna in a low voice. 
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' Amen/ repeats her husband. 

For a moment there is silence, for Leonard gives no 
toast ; then the boy Thomas lifts his glass and cries : 

*And I drink to Olfan, the king of the People of the 
Mist, and to Otter, who killed the Snake-god, and whom 
I love the best of all of them. Mother, may Otter get the 
spear and the rope and tell us the story of how he dragged 
you and Father up the ice-bridge ? ' 



THE END. 
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which to set the picture of Marsac^s love and courage . . . the troublous days are well 
described and the interest is genuine and lasting, for up to the verv end the author manages 
effects which impel the reader to go on with renewed curiosity.' — Thr Naiion. 

•• A grnuine and admirable piece of work. . . . The reader will not turn many pages 
before he finds himself in the grasp of a writer who holds his attention to the very last mo* 
ment of the story. I'he spirit otadventure pervades the whole from beginning to end. ... 

It may be said that the narration is a delightful love story. I'he interest of the reader 
Is constandy excited by the development of unexpected turns in the relation of the principal 
lovers. I'he romance lies against a background of history truly painted. . . . Ihf 
descripdons of the court life of the period and of the factional strifes, divisions, hatreds of tb# 
age, are fine. . . . This story of those times is worthy of a very high place among historr 
cal novels of recent years."-* Public Opinion. 

•* Bold, strong, dashing, it is one of the best we have read for many years. We sat down 
for a cursory perusal, and ended by reading it delightedly through. . . . Mr. Weyman 
has much of the vigor and rush of incident of Dr. Conan Doyle, and this book ranks worthilf 
beside * I'he White Company.* . . . We very cordially recommend this book to the jaded 
novel reader who cares lor manly actions more than for morbid introspection." 

—The Churcumam. 

^ ''The book is not only epod literature, it is a 'raiding good story,* instinct with th« 
spirit of true adventure and stirring emotion. Of love and perfl, intrigue and fighting, there 
is plenty, and many scenes could not have beeii bettered. In all hiN adventures, and theiF 
are many, Marsac acts as befits his enoch and his own modest yet ga'Iant personality. Weir 
known historical figures emerge in telling fashion under Mr. Weyman's discriminating and 
fascinating touch." — Athbn/eum. 

** I cannot fancy any reader, old or young, not sharing with doughty Crillon his admiration 
for M. de Marsac, who, though no swashbuckler, has a sword that leaps from its u:abbard at the 
breath of insult. . . . There are several historical personages in the novel; there is,oi 
course, a heroine, of great beauty and enterprise ; but that true ' Gendeman of France,' 
M. dr Marsac, with his perseverance and valor, dominates them all." 

— Mr. James Pavn in the Iixu.stratbo London News. 



LOiaMANS, GBEEN, & 00., 15 EAST 16th STBEET, HIW TOBE. 



DOREEN. 

THE STORY OF A SINGER. 

By EDNA LYALL, 

AUTHOR OF "WB TWO,** "DONOVAN," "tHB AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SLANDBft, 

'*1N THE GOLDEN DAYS," ETC., ETC 



Crown 8vo, Buckram Cloth, Ornamental, $1.50. 

" Edna Lyall has evidently made a close study of the Irish question, and she sees 
Its varying aspects and problems with a desire to do justice to all, while she stands 
firmly on her own principles. . . . There is much to recommend in Edna Lyall's 
books, and her admirers are many. The book will be read with interest. . . . It is 
yet well written and comprehensive, treating of universal principles in a broad way 
and presenting characters in whom one becomes interested for their own sake.'* 

—Literary World, Boston. 

" A plot which has original life and vigor. . • . Altogether a good novel, and if 
the author has written nothing else she could safely rest her literary reputation on 
• Doreen.' "—Public Opinion, N. Y, 

*' Edna Lyall's . . . new story ... is one of her best. It has, naturally, 
enough of tragedy to make it intensely^ interestinjg: without being sensational in ar,' 
offensive sense. The heroine, Doreen, is a delightful character, sturdy, strong, lovable, 
womanly, and genuinely Irish. Miss^ Bayly is a conscientious writer, imbued «i'Uh 
deep feeling, a high puipose, and her style is attractive and pure." 

—Boston Daily Advertiser. 

" The heroine is a most winsome Irish maiden with an exouisite voice, and she 
comes bravely out of the involved dramatic situation in which she is placed by an earjy 
vow."— Press, Philadelphia. 

'• It is a very clever story indeed, and skillfully written. The heroine is a bright 
and beautiful Irish girl, and a musician." — New Orleans Picayune. 

"A very interesting story and is full of interesting and exciting incidents, and its 
characters are well drawn and sustained throughout the book. It is tastefully bound, 
and will doubtless prove popular with this writer's many admirers.'* 

— Portland Advertiser. 

"Doreen, the heroine of this latest novel of Edna Lvall, is an Irish girl, gentle, 
kind, and modest, but brave, resolute, and unflinching when there is a question of 
those whom she loves, of right or wrong, or of the welfare of the country which she 
holds dearest of all. . . . The book is thoroughly wholesome, good, and interesting. 
Miss Lyall writes of Ireland, of Irish ways and feelings, as well as of Catholic beliefs 
and customs, with knowledge and sympathy. . . . The volume is tastefully bound 
. . . well printed and convenient to handle and to read." 

— The Sacred Heart Review, Boston. 

" The heroine, clever, patriotic, self-denying, is worthy of the name, and the hero 
fo equally excellent. ... An interesting novel, a good picture of a bright, pure* 
minded, high-hearted heroine." — Boston Pilot. 

" This is perhaps one of the best of Edna Lyall's clever stories. Doreen is a young 
Irish girl, who loves her native land, and who is a credit to her race. . . , Inter- 
woven with the story of her experience and of her love for a young Englishman is an 
interesting account of the rise and progress of the Home Rule movement. .Miss Lyall's 
book is a charming tale, and will not fail to delight every one who reads it. The girl 
Doreen is a beautiTul character." — Catholic News. 

"The time is the present, the scene is laid in Ireland and England, and Doreen^ 
the heroine, is a charming Irish girl, devoted to her country and her oppres>t;«j 
countrymen. . . . The story is attractively told and a very impartial view of the 
Irish question is taken. , . . Doreen is a most attractive character, refreshingly 
simple aiid natural, and yet with a decided personality of her own. ... A whole- 
some, well-written story, and free from any touch of atheism." — Chicago Inter-Ocean. 
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THE MATCHMAKER. 

A NOVEL. 
By MRS. L. B. WALFORD. 



Crown 8vo, Cloth, Ornamental, $1.50. 



•* A new novel by the author of • The Baby's Grandmother ' and * Mr. Smith ' is al\irays 
eagerly anticipated by those who enjoy a love story told vnth a charming freshness of style, 
with a satirical yet good-natured treatment of human foibles, and wtta a vivid, witty, and 
animating use of that sentiment which 'makes the world ^o round.' . . . *TheMatch- 
' maker ' gives a piquant hint of the plot. It wil be found one of the most delightful of its 
author's works, and comes in good time to amuse people worn by summer weather.'* 

—New Yokk Tkibunb, 

*' We are siire that anything from the pen of L. B. Walford will be interesting and 
original. There is always enough romance about these novels to keep them from any sign of 
dullness, and they always include some very uncommon types welt worth studying. The 
Carnoustie family in the present instance is one to keep the reader constantly on the fui 
vive ... a well-told, entertaining story of interesting people.*' 

—Detroit Free Press. 

** Sure to find a large drde of refined and intelligent readers. The story is constantly 
lighted up with touches of humor, and the picture of simple family life and the feminine occif> 
pations it affords is natural and entertaining." — Beacon, Boston. 

"... A fresh and interesting picture of life in a Scottish castle, and introduces 
many characters notable for the faithfulness to nature with which they nre drawn. The inci* 
dents are interesting enough to fix the attention of the reader and to hold it until the closing 
chapter.'* — ^Thb Advertiser, Portland. 

"Tells what befell a gay London girl during her six months' sojourn in the Scotch castle 
of some^ old fashioned relatives. . . . The story is a good one, much the best of it being 
the delineation of the stiff-necked Carnoustie family, and its magisterial dowager and its 
pathetic and comical old maids."— Boston Traveller. 



NOVELS BY MRS. L. B. WALFORD. 



In Uniform Bindlngr- Crown 8vo, Cloth, each Volume, $1 .OO, 



COUSINS. 

THE BABY'S GRAND- 
MOTHER. 

PAULINE. 

NAN. 

THE HISTORY OF A WEEK. 



TROUBLESOME DAUGH- 
TERS. 

MR. SMITH. 

DICK NETHERBY. 

A STIFF-NECKED GEN- 
ERATION. 

THE MISCHIEF OF MONICA 
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MONTEZUMA'S DAUGHTER. 

By H. rider haggard. 
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WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS. 

A Novel of Canadian Life and Cliaracter, 
Bv MISS L. DOUGALL, 

AUTHOR OF ** BRGGARS ALL.*' 



Crown 8vo, Clotli, $1.00. 

" A very remarkable novel, and not a book that can be lightly classified or ranged with 
other modern works of fiction. . . • It is a <rstinct creation ... a structure of 
nobie and original design and of grand and dignified conception. . . . The bonk bristles 
with epigrammatic sayings which one would like to lemember. ... It will appeal 
stron<ly by force of itn orii^inality and depth of insight and fur ihe eloquence and dignity of 
style in the tlescriptive passages." — Manchester Guardian, London. 

" We thin^ we are well within the mark in saying that this novel is one of the three or 
four best novels of the year. The sodal atmosphere as well as the external conditions of 
Canadian life are reproduced faithfully. The author is eminently thoughtful, yet the story 
is not distinctively one of moral purpose. The play of character and ih« clAsh of purpose are 
finely wrought out. . . . What gives the book its highest value is real y the authors 
deep knowledge of motive and character. The reader continually comes across keen obser- 
vations and subtle expressions that not infrequently recall George Eliot. The novel is one 
that is worth reading a second time."- Outlook, New York. 

*' Keen analysis, d-^eu spiritual insight, and a quick sense of beauty in nature an«l 
human nature are combined to put before us a drama of human life . . . the book is not 
Only interesting but stimulating, not only strong but suggestive, and we may say of the 
writer, in Sidney Lanier's words* *She shows man what he may be in termn of wh-^t he is.'" 

— Literary W »ld Bt'sroN. 

NADA THE LILY. 

By H. rider haggard, 

author of "SHd," "ALLAN QUATERMAIN," ETC. 



With 23 fuil-pase Illustrations, by C. H. M. Kerr. 
'12mo, Ciotli, Ornamental (Copyrislit), $].00. 

'* A thrilling book full . . . of almost incredible instances of personal daring and of 
wonderful revenge. . . . The many vigorous illustrations add much to the interest of a 
book that may safely be denominated as Mr. Haggard's most successful venture in the 
writing of fiction.*'— Boston Beacon. 

'* llie story of * Nada the Lily * is full of action and adventure ; the plot is cleverly 
'Vrought and the fighting and adventure are described with spirit* Once begun it is, indeed* 
•I story to be finished.'*— N. Y. Tribune. 

" The story is a magnificent effort of the imagination and quite the liest of all that Mr. 
Haggard has done* There is no example of manufactured miracle in this story* for the story 
of the Ghost mountain, the Stone Witch, and the Wolves is nothing but the folk-lore of the 
African tribes, and m no respect similar to the wonders which the author introduced into 
tne stories in which Allan Quatermain figures.** — Spkingfielo KhPUBLiCAN. 

** To my mind the reiliz ition of savage existence and the spirit of it have never been to 
honsstly and accurately set forth. The Indians of Chateaubriand, and even of Cooper, are 
conventional compared . with these blood-thirsty, loyal, and fatalistic Zulus. . . . I'he 
whole legend seems to me to be a curiously veracious rt-production of Zulu life and character.*' 

— Mr. Andrew Lang in the Arw Review, 

'* Rider Haggard's latest story . . . has a mort permanent value than anything 
this prolific author has previously given to the public. He has preserved in this latent 
romance many of the curioa<« tales, traditions, superstitions, the wondtrful fo'k-lore of a 
nation now extinct, a people rapidly melting away before an advancing tide < f ctyilization. 
'i'he romance into which Mr. Haggard has woven valuable m.iterial is in his own inimitable 
style, and will delight thoie who love the weirdly improbable.*'— Boston Travbllbr. 
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MICAH CLARKE. 

His statement as made to his three Grandchildren, Joseph, Gervas, and 

Reuben, during the hard Winter of 1734. 

By a. CONAN DOYLE, 

AUTHOR OP "THE CAPTAIN OF THB POLE-STAR,*' **THE RBFUGESS," ETC. ^ 



Author's Edition, Cloth, Ornamental, $ 1 .25. 

^ The language has the quaintness of old ttmes» and the descriptions are so vivid and 
homelike as to make us feel tuat we are listening to them ourseUes ; mdeed, the story stands 
very tii^h among historical novels, and will be of great interest to any one who has followed 
the more critical setting forth of the troubles preceding the Restoration found in the regular 
histories. The author has succeeded in giving us the genuine flavor of furmer days.** 

—Public Opinion. 

" ... l*here is a great deal of vivid, thrilling description.'* — ^1*hb Nation. 

'* Wonderfully vivid and realistic, full of the color of the time, and characterized by re- 
markable power, . . . there are so many pieces of excellent workmanship in * Jmcah 
Clarke' that it would take too long to name them." — N. Y. Tribune. 

'* We make bold to say that . . . this story of Mr. Doyle's is easily the best exam- 
pie of the dass of fiction to which it belongs of the year. Two descriptions of battles in 
this story are* it seems to us, among the most brilliant and spirited bits of writing we have 
lately had. But it is not merely two or three striking incidents, but the maintained interest 
of the entire tale, that leads us to give it such praise as we have risked above. We shall 
look with interest for a second story from Mr. Doyle's pen."— Christian Union. 

'* It is due to the dramatic power of the author that this story becomes so absorbing. 
Th^re is quickness and viva' ity in it, and the story of the soldier of fortune of that day, 
Saxon, who has acquired this military art in Germany, is capitally told. . . .Mr. 
Doyle never pauses, and so the reader can go at full gallop through the story." — N. Y. Timb^. 



THE CAPTAIN OF THE POLE-STAR: 

And Other Tales. 

By a. CONAN DOYLE. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, $1.25. 

'* Lovers of wild adventure, of brilliant satire, of auiet pathos, will all find wherewith to 
be content in the little lx>ok, wtiich, in its variety of subject and treatment, reads more like a 
volume of stories from Maga than a collection of tales from one of the same pen." 

— ATHBNiBUM, London. 

*' This volume of short stories proves Mr. Doyle to be an expert of the most delightful 
and skillfull kind in tales of mystery, imagination, and fancy. . . ■ llie book forms a 
most delightful addition to the too poor literature of good short stories." 

— Scotsman Athen^bum. 

" All the stories will repay careful reading, as in addition to the interest of the plots 
the style is singularly varied and revea's as many devices of the literary arust as that of 
Robert Louis Stevenison.*' — San Francisco Chronicle. 
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"CAN THIS BE LOVE?" 

A NOVEL. 

By Mrs. PARR, 

AUTHOR OF ** DOROTHY FOX," "ADAM AND EVE," BTC. 



With Frontispiece and Vignette by Charles Kerr. 
12mo, Cloth, Ornamental, $1.25. 



" A wholesome tale, t . . It is a pleasant story, del ghtfuUy told, and with a whole- 
some English atmosphere.*' — Book BuYSRt N. Y. 

" This is a story that will repay the time spent over it. Mrs. Parr is a strong and inter- 
esting writer. Her characters are live characters, and the incidents through which thev 
move are natural and realistic ^ Her present story is through* ut an exceptionally interesting 
one, and the reader will find his interest in it kept up to tue end. It is handsomely printed 
on good p.iper." — Christian at Work, N. Y. 

**The touches of humor . . . are pleasant; the descriptions of sceneiyare charm- 
ing ; the plot is well and artistically planned and executed ; but, best of all, the whole tone of 
the book is pure and free from morbidness, and one can read it from cover to cover without 
finding the taint of vulgarity and super-emotionalism (to call it by the most polite name) 
which degrades so much of modern fiction." — Literakv World, Boston. 

** It is a love story of more than usual interest and is well worth reading. . . . l*he 
three p'incipal persons in the book are fine character studies, and the story is strong and 
interesting.^ — Advertiser, Portland, Me. 

'* Mrs. Parr has given us an altogether charming book." — ^Traveller, Boston. 

** One of the daintiest, most homelike and natural stories of the week . . . the girl 
is a downright, genuine, substantial girl, like the girls we know in the world and love." 

— Commercial Gazette, Cincinnati. 



THE HOUSE OF THE WOLF 

A ROMANCE. 

By STANLEY J. WEYMAN, 

author of " A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE," BTC. 



With Frontispiece and Vignette by Charles Kerr. 
12mo, Cloth, Ornamental, $1.25. 



" A delightfiil volume . • . one of the brightest, briskest tales I have met with for a 
long time. Dealing with the Eve of St. Bartholomew it portrays that night of horror from a 
point entirely new, and, we may add, relieves the gloom by many a flash and gleam of sun- 
shine. Best of all is the conception of the Vid&me. His character alone would make the 
book live."— Critic, N. Y. 

** Recounted as by an eye witness in a forceful way with a rapid and graphic style that 
commnids interest and admiration. 

Of the half dozen stories of St. Bartholomew's Eve which we have read this ranks first 
in vividness, delicacy of perception, reserve power, and high principle." 

— Christian Union, N. Y. 

'* A romance which, although short, deserves a place in literature along side of Charles 
Readers ' Cloister and the Hearth.' . . . We have given Mr. Wcyman's book not only 
a thorough reading with great interest, but also a more than usual amount of space because 
we consider it one of the best examples in recent fiction of how thrilling and even bloody 
adventures and scenes may be descrihed in a style that is graphic and true to detail, and yet 
delicate, quaint, and free from all coarseness and brutality.'' 

—Commercial Advertiser, N. Y. 
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THE ONE GOOD GUEST. 

A NOVEL. 

By L. B. WALFORD, 

AUTMOK OF ** MR. SMITH.** '* THE BAOV'S GRANDMOTHER,** ETC., ETC. 

12mo, Cloth, Ornamental, $1.00. 

" It is a delightful picture of life at an English estate, which is presided over by a young 
' Squire* and his young sister. Their experiences are cleverly told, and the complications 
which arise are amusing and interesting. There are many humorous touches, too, which 
add no slight strength to the story/' — Boston Times. 

" A charming little social comedy, permeated with a refinement of spontaneous humor 
an 1 brilliant with touches of shrewd and searching satire.** — Boston Beacon. 

" The story is bright, amusing, full of interest and incident, and the characters are ad> 
mirably drawn. Every reader will recognize a friend or acquaintance in some of the people 
here portrayed. Every one will wish he could have been a guest at Duckbill Manor, and 
will hope that the author has more stories to tell." — Public UfiNiON. 

" A natural, amusing, kindly tale, told with great skill. The characters are delightfully 
human, the individuality well caught and preserved, the quaint humor lightens every page, 
and a simple delicacy and tenderness complete an excellent specimen of story telling." 

-Providence Journal. 

" For neat little excursions into English social life, and that of the best, commend us to 
the writer of *The One Good Guest.* **— N. Y. Times. 

"The story is bright, amusini, full of interest and incident, and the characters are ad- 
mirably drawn. Every reader will recognize a friend or acquaintance in some of the people 
here portrayed. Every one will wish he could have been a guest at Duckbill Manor, and 
wil' hope that the author has more stories to tell.** — Portlan'u Oregon i an. 



BEGGARS ALL. 

A NOVEL. 

By miss L. DO UGALL. 
Sixth Edition. 12mo, Cloth, Ornamental, $1.00. 

"This is one of the strongest as well as most original romances of the year. . . . The 
plot is extraordinary. . . . The close of the story is powerful and natural. ... A 
masterpiece of restrained and legitimate dramatic fiction.*' — Litekaky World. 

"To say that * Beggars All* is a remarkable novel is to put the case mildly indeed, for 
it is one of the most original, discerning, and thoroughly philosophical presentations of 
character th.it has appeared in English for many a day. . . . Emphatically a novel 
that thoughtful pe'-ple ought to read ... the prrusal of it will by many be reckoned 
among th ^ intellectual experiences that are not easily forgotten.'* — Boston Beacon. 

*' A story of thrilling interest.*' — Home Journal. 

" A very unusual quality of novel. It is written with abil'ty : it tells a strong story with 
elaborate analysis of character and motive • . . it is of decided interest and worth 
reading.'* — Commercial Advertiser, N. Y. 

*' Ir is more than a story for mere summer reading, but deserves a permanent place 
among the best works of modem fiction, llie author has struck a vein of originality purely 
her own. . . . It is tragic, pathetic humerous by turns. . . . Miss Duugallhas, in 
fact, scored a ereat success. Her book is artistic, realistic, intensely dramatic — in fact, one 
of the novels of the year.'* — Boston Traveller. 

" 'Beggars All * is a noble work of art, but is also something more and something better. 
it is a book with a soul in it, and in a sense, therefore, it may he described as an inspired 
work. The inspiration of genius may or may not be lacking to it, but the inspiration of a 
pure and beautiful spirituality pervades it completely ... the characters are truth- 
fully and powerfully drawn, the situations finely imagined, and the story profoundly 
interesting.^^CHiCAGO Tribune. 
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MAJOR JOSHUA. 

A NOVEL. 
By FRANCIS FORSTER. 



1 2mo, Cloth, $ 1 .GO. 



"In * Major Joshua • Mr. Francis Forster has brought before us one of the most 
curious and interesting, though certainly not one of the most admirable, characters in 
recent fiction. . . . One can scarcely believe that such an excellent story as ' Major 
Joshua ' is a first effort."— Dundee Advertiser. 

" We have rarely met a novel by a new hand which is written with suchcareful 
:raint, 
humor in 



restraint, and which in a comparatively short compass is so full of meaning. There is 
it also, and a vein of satire which is not too serious to be entertaining." 



-Westminster Gazette. 

" The charm of the book, however, is largely in the unique character of Major 
Joshua, whose name is Robinson. He is a person whose chief business is to attend to 
other people's business. An imperturbable old busybody who looks upon matrimony 
as a huge joke, he makes a tremendous amount of mischief, but always in a gnmly 
humoroussort of way. "-—Boston Beacon. 

"Major Joshua Robinson is a new character in literature. ... He can hardly 
be called the hero of Francis Forster's new novel, since he is not of the stuff of which 
heroes are made ; but the author makes him the prominent figure in a very delightful 
Btory,"— Boston Advertiser. 



« 



It is more interesting than nine-tenths of the novels now written, since it deals 
with unusual but not unnatural people and analyzes their motives and emotions in a 
remarkably clever way. . . . Mr. Forster has written a book which people will 
think about." — Detroit Press. 



DAVID'S LOOM. 

A STORY OF ROCHDALE LIFE IN THE EARLY YEARS OF 

THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

By JOHN TRAFFORD CLEGG (Th' Owd Weighver), 

author of "heart strings," '^pieces in ROCHDALE D!AL£CT»" ETC. 

l' 

Crown 8vo, Cloth, $ 1 .OO. 



"This is a very remarkable book in many ways. For one thing it is a triumph m ver* 
nacular ; for another it is a very successful experiment in a hitherto untried and apparently 
unpromising field of historical fiction. It gives us Rochdale life and disdect, tragedy and 
comedy in the early part of the present century . . . altogether ' David's Loom ' is one 
of the most interesting and artistically satisfactory romances of the historical kind that have 
been published for a long time." — Spbctator, London. 

*' The story is a tragic one, and powerful as such, while its humorous passages in the 
Lancashire diauect are by far its best parts. • . . It is a deeply interesting story, and 
has real literary merit* "--SCOTSMAN. 

" A thrilling story. • . . The narrative never flags in interest from the opening to 
the concluding pages.'*— Daily Telegraph. 
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THE UNBIDDEN GUEST. 

By E. W. HORNUNG, 

AUTHOR OF "tiny LUTTRBLL,*' *' A BRIDE FROM THE Bl'SH," ETC. 



With Frontispiece and Vignette. Crown 8vo, Cloth, $ 1 .OO. 



"... the heroism in this romance at once excites your curiosity. . . . Mr. 
Humung has the exact quahties of the story teller. You delight in being fooled, and the 
author fools you to the top of your bent. ... * The Unbidden Guest ' is a remarkable 
story, replete with pathos, and though there is plenty of fun in it the dramatic effects are the 
more conspicuous. It is only a writer of exceeding talent who could work up a heroine like 
Missy and make you not only iorgive but like her.'' — Nbw York 1'imes. 

'* A tale of Australia with a plot which is not in the least trite, and a heroine quite of the 
unusual order. . . . The story is well told.'' — Public Opinion. 

*• A strong and clever story."— The World, N. Y. 

"^The Unbidden Guest' is bold in conception and tender in treatment. . . . Mr. 
Homun? has written quite a little gem of romantic fiction, thoroughly Australian in setting, 
thoroughly natural, if a little improbable, perfectly illusive, both as to character and as to 
incidents, and at least as pathetic in its situations as * A Kride from the Bush.' . . • 
Many will be disposed to think it the best story which its author has produced." 

— Antubnauic 

THE NEW EDEN. 

A STORY. 
By C. J. CUTLIFFE HYNE. 

With Frontispiece and Vlgmette. 
Crown 8vOf Clotli, Ornamental, $1.00* 

**One of tlie most peculiar stories of the fiUl. . . . The tale tinfolded is very ingen* 

ions, interesting, and well written. It is imaginative decidedly. . . . 

The way these untutored human beings act upon meeting, and afterward?, is f^ld with 
great dextenty. and primitive human nature is revealed in many aspects The mental un- 
foldings resulting from their experiences and surronndiiigs are decidedly interesting, and 
the descriptions of scenery are brilliant . . . fascinating reading, is charmingly idyllic* 
and above ail is original from cover to cover." — Boston Times. 

^ "A cleverly written story. . . . The masculine traits of Adam and the feminine 
traits of Eve, mherent in both, are wroui^ht out with skill and naturalness, and the whole 
makes an unusually interesting study and is also analogy from which many interesting con- 
clusions can be drawn."— Hartford Times. 

'* The book is an excellent piece of purely imaginative writing, and is wholly original in 
its conception." — Public Opinion. 

" Something in a new vein. It ought to make a sensation, and we hazard nothing in 
saying that it will sometime run through many editions. We have here the best work of a 
brilliant author." — Boston Traveller. 

*' A book that is likely to arouse no little animated comment. . . . His chronicle of 
the experiences of a modern Adam and Eve is full of entertainment as well as of wisdom* 
. . . The tale has obviously more than one meaning, and it is carried out with so much 
vivacity and verisimilitude that it cannot fail to excite a very decided interest.'* 

-!-Thb Bsacon, Botton. 
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With 16 full-pagre Illustrations by Arthur Layard. Crown \ 
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" Out of Africa, as all men know, the thing that is new is ever forthcoming. The old Jfefj 

style is true with regard to Mr. Haggard's romances, and everybody concerned is to be con- < 
gratulated upon the romancer's return to the magical country where lies the land of Kor. 
Africa is Mr. Haggard's heaven of invention. Let him be as prodigal as he may, thence 
flows an exhaustless stream of romance, rich in wonders new and astonishing. ' "The People 
of the Mist ' belongs to the sphere of ' She ' in its imaginative scope, and, as an example of 
the story-teller's art, must be reckoned of the excellent company of * King Solomon's . 
Mines ' and its brethren. We read it at one spell, as it were, hardly resisting that effect of 
fascination which invites you, at the critical moments of the story, to plunge ahead at a 
venture to know what is coming, and be resolved as to some harrowing doubt of dilemma. 
There is no better ttst of the power of a story than this. . . ." — Saturday Review. 

** The lawyer, the physician, the business man, the teacher, find in these novels, teem- ;. 

ing with life and incident, precisely the medicine to rest tired brains and * to take them out of - 

themselves.' There is, perhaps, no writer of this present time whose works are read more 
generally and witi keener pleasure. "The mincing words, the tedious conversations, the 
prolonged agony of didactic discussion, characteristic of the ordinary novel of the time, find 
no place in the crisp, bright, vigorous pap;es of Mr. Haggard's books. . . . ' The People 
of the Mist ' is what we expect and desire from the pen of thi^ writer ... a deeply 
interesting novel, a fitting companion to * Allan Quatermain.' " — Public Opinion. 

" The story of the combat between the dwarf Otter and the huge * snake/ a crocodile 
of antediluvian proportions, and the following account of the escape of the Outram party, 
is one of the best pieces of dramatic fiction which Mr. Haggard ha$ ever written." — Bos- 
ton Advertiser. 

" One of his most ingenious fabrications of marvellous adventure, and so skilfully is it 
done that the reader loses sieht of the improbability in the keen interest of the tale. Two 
loving and beautiful women ngure in the narrative, and in his mana^em«nt of the heroine 
and her rival the author shows his originality as well as in the sensational element whilh is 
his peculiar province." — Boston Beacon. 

" ' The People of the Mist ' is the best novel he has written sinoe ' She,' and it runs 
that famous romance very close indeed. The dwarf Otler is fully up to the mark of Rider 
Hsu^gard's best character, and his fight with the snake god is as powerful as anything the 
author has written. The novel abounds in striking scenes and incidents, and the read- 
er's interest is never allowed to flag. The attack on the slave kraal and the rescue of Juaniut 
are in Mr. Haggard's best vein."--CHARLBSTON News. 

" It has all the dash and go of Haggard's other tales of adventure, and few readers will ' 
be troubled over the impossible things in the story as they follow the exciting exploits of the 
hero and his redoubtable dwarf Otter. . . . Otter is a character worthy to be classed , 

with Umslopogus, the great Zulu warrior. Haggard has never imagined anvthing more ter- j^ » 

ror-inspiring than the adventures of Leonard and his party in the awful palace of the Chil- 
dren of Mist, nor has he ever described a more thrilling combat than that between the dwarf 
and the huge water snake in the sacred pool."— San Francisco Chronicle. 

^ *' It displays all of this popular author's imagery, power to evoke and combine miraculous 
incidents, and skill in analyzing human motives and emotions in the most striking manner. J jl 

He is not surpassed by any m^em writer of fiction for vividness of description or keenness 
of perception and boldness of characterization. The reader will find here the same qualities . 
in full measure that stamped * King Solomon's Mines,' 'Jess,' ' She,' and his other earlier 
romances with their singular power. The narrative is a series of scenes and pictures ; the 
events are strange to the verge of ghoulishness ; the action of the story is tireless, and the 
reader is held as with a grip not to l)e shaken off."— Boston Courier. 

" Sometimes we are reminded of ' King Solomon's Mines ' and sometimes of She,' but the 
mixture has the same elements of interest, dwells in the same strange land of myste^ and 
adventure, and appeals to the same public that buys and reads Mr. Haggard's works for the 
sake of the rapid adventure, the strong handling of improbable incident, and the fascination 
of the supernatural."— Baltimore Sun. 
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